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NOTE 



The following pages contain a small selection from 
papers written by me in the midst of my struggle 

^ 

for existence, as I have plodded on through life. My 

only aim in presenting my bookie is the hope that 

it may be a pleasing memorial of my presence here, 

and that it may entertain others after I have left 

this scene* Whilst sincerely thanking all who have 

interested themselves in this my little venture, I beg 

to dedicate the bookie to fche^sons and daughters of 

St Tammas, and all who love them, here aboot an' 

•* - 
far awa. It is said.tKat 

*A little n^on3cfise''n^^^'itn«>'then 
Is relished by the wisest men.' 

In this case, I hope it may be so. 

Alick Blair 

Arbroath, ist July 1896 
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HOW ROBIN WON MARGET 

YE'RE real richt when ye say that my Marget had 
been a wyce-like dame in her younger days ; she 

was a' that, I assure ye, an' a gey stiff job I had 
afore I won her for my wife. It was when my time 
was aboot oot at the shoon that she cam oot frae 
aboot Ferry den tae be a servant tae Tarn Swankie's 
wife ; an' as I was brocht up next door tae Tam, it 
wasna lang till I fell heid-ower- heels in love wi' 
bonnie Marget Coull. Eh, sirs ! hoo I used tae hing 
aboot the doors on a summer evenin, sae that I 
micht catch a sicht o' her, or get a word wi' her ; 
an' I used tae feel, I can hardly say hoo, when I 
would catch her gaen tae the well. My heart would 
loup in my breist wi' joy, an' I would tak the twa 
pitchers an' mairch awa, wi' Marget at my side, as 
prood as a peacock, feelin weel paid for a' my labour 
gin I got a bit crack wi' her at the door. Afore 
lang I thocht Marget was a' my ain; but I was never 
farer wrang. 

I began tae notice a fisher chiel, ca'd Will Cargill, 

come aboot the doors fell aften i' the gloamin. I 

A 
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could easily see what he was after, an' I was nearly 
dung doited tae ken that Marget was unco frank wi' 
him. I couldna mak oot what she could see aboot 
Will tae tak a notion o', for he was a great big, 
saft wallop Q* a chiel, an' I — bein near oot o' my 
'prenticeship at the shoon — ^was a fell cantie bit 
chappie : a far better an' likelier match for Marget 
Coull than ever Will Cargill could be ; at least, I 
thocht sae. I tried a' my arts tae knock Will * oot 
o' time,' but it was nae use. Nicht after nicht he 
was hingin aboot ; an' I was tauld that Marget an' 
Will walked yont the Braeheids some nichts. This 
was the worst tae thole o't a', sae I resolved tae 
watch an' see gin it were true. 

On the followin' Wednesday nicht I was on the 
ootlook, an' aboot half-past seven I saw Will come 
daunderin alang an' haud awa yont by the Braeheids. 
It was nae time till I saw Marget set oot in the same 
direction, %^y hurried like. I ran roun, an' ower 
Boulzie Hill, an' yont tae Seaton Den, as fast's ever 
I could rin ; an' in thae days there were few that 
could haud fit wi' me. It was gettin gty dark afore 
I heard or saw ony sign o' them I was lookin for; 
but at length my lugs tingled tae hear the soun' o' 
the bold Will's voice singin, or I micht raither say 
howlin, his favourite sang : 

Come, my Maggie, a* is ready, 

I am waitin here for thee ; 
Haste, an' lea' yer luckie daddie ; 

Come, my Maggie, come tae me. 
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* Losh keep's a', Will, dinna male sic a din ; yell 
alairm the countryside gin ye gang on like that/ I 
heard Marget say ; an' this seemed only tae increase 
Will's vocal powers, for he tooted an' yowled at sic 
a rate that I began tae fear that he would birst his 
win'pipe a'thegither. At length they reached the 
bit dyke ahint which I was lyin a' my length amang 
the lang girse. * Weel,' I heard Marget say, * Will, 
ye're no near hand sic a guid singer as Robin is.' 

* Robin ! what's the use o' aye speakin aboot yon 
weazened, shilpet, rosety wratch ; what's aboot him ? 
Gin I had him here, see, I would let ye see what I 
would dae tae him — that I would.' 

I could hardly keep frae jumpin up an thraplin 
the big porpoise on the spot; but I thocht it would 
look fell shabby like tae be fund watchin them, sae 
I lay still. They cracked awa a while, an' arranged 
tae meet at the same place on the Saturday. When 
I heard this, thinks I, my chappie, my name's no 
Rantin Robin gin I dinna spoil yer coortin for ae 
nicht at ony rate. I'll gie ye the chance tae lat 
Marget see what ye'U dae tae the weazened wratch. 
They wore awa, an' when the soond o' their voices 
dee'd awa i' the distance I raise an' slipped inbye 
tae. When I cam tae oor door, WHl was juist wearin 
awa frae it ; an' Marget, when she saw me comin, 
waited tae hae a crack. Of coorse, I never let on 
that Will an' she had been oot the wey, an' ^we 
cracked an' joked awa as gin Will wasna i' the warld 
ava. We pairted, an' I hope that I'll never put in 
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sic anither nicht o' dreams as I did that ane. At 
the ae time I thocht that I was divin through the 
Needle-E'e tae save Marget frae droonin ; at ithers, 
I had a monster o' a whale by the tail, an' was 
thumpin awa at Will wi't wi' a' my micht 

Neist mornin I wasna mysel ava ; I couldna work 
wi' my usual speed or spirits ; an' as I was aye gapin 
an' gauntin, the maister said tae me, ' Sal, Robin, I 
doot ye've been oot a' nicht yestreen at some o' yer 
caipers ; were ye awa amang the lasses, eh ? ' Noo, 
as the maister was a richt guid sort o' a chiel, I at 
ance tauld him the cause o' my trouble, an* speired 
gin he could pit me up tae ony plan that would 
clear the coast o' Will, an* enable me to secure the 
heart o' Marget 

* Fleg 'im, Robin ; gie 'im a gude fleg, an' he'll 
trouble ye nae mair ; he'll be sure tae leave the 
coast clear gin ye dae it in richt style.' 

A' Thursday an' Friday nichts afore bedtime was 
spent by the maister an' me in preparin for the 
reception o' Will an' Marget on the Saturday nicht. 
We had made — oot o' a bit stiff leather — a heid, wi' 
an awfu pair o' een an' mou. This was tae fix on 
my ain heid, like a lum hat, an' made me look 
aboot twa feet taller — ^an' I'm nane o' the shortest 
at ony rate. An' when we put a lichted penny can'le 
in't the effect i' the dark was juist the real thing 
for oor purpose. The maister said that Will would 
drap doon on the spot wi' fear whenever he saw't. 
Saturday nicht cam, an' it was arfe o' yon dark, 
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quiet kin' o' nichts yeVe seen afore a storm. A* 
nature seemed as gin it were asleep, refreshin itsel* 
an' replenishin its strength, as it were, for the comin 
ootburst. As I made my wey oot tae the place 
whaur I expected tae meet JVlarget an' Will, I could 
see that it was tae be a wild nicht, an' I was glad 
tae reach the place that I had selected for my 
attempt on Will's courage. I hadna been lang set 
i' the place I thocht maist suitable, an' had juist got 
my 'heid' lichted an' firmly set on, when I heard 
my expected visitors drawin near; an' as they cam 
close tae whaur I was there cam a sudden flash o' 
lichtnin, followed by a scream frae Marget, an' a 
lang, grumlin peal o' thunder. I thocht, now's my 
time ; an' I at ance uttered the awfu'est yell that I 
could, an' stepped oot richt in front o' the bewildered 
pair. Marget gae anither scream an' fell tae the 
grun, an' Will took tae his heels inbye tae the toon 
wi' lichtnin speed. I set after him, utterin the maist 
unearthly sounds I could command. If ever ane 
ran, Will did it that nicht I thocht I was a fleet 
runner, but I was sune left far, far ahint. I stopped 
the chase an' hurried back, an' hid my * heid ' i' 
the fit o' a hedge near whaur Marget lichted doon. 
I then began tae whistle * Johnnie Cope ' wi' a' my 
skill. As I drew near tae whaur Marget was lyin 
she raise up an' wailed, * Is that you, Will } For 
ony sake tak me hame afore I dee.' Anither flash 
o' lichtnin an' the rumlin thunder garr'd Marget gie 
anither scream. 
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* Wha in a' the warld are ye that's oot here in 
sic a'nicht?* quo I. * Are ye a gangrel body, or 
what are ye ava ? ' 

' Oh ! Robin, Robin, Tm awfu happy that ye're 
there ; Tm sure Providence sent ye here this nicht.' 

* Hae a care o' me, Marget Coull, is that you ? 
what's adae that ye're there ? ' 

* Oh ! tak me hame, Robin, an* dinna speir, an 
ril lo'e ye, an' nae ither, till my deein day.* 

* Bless yer bonnie face, I'll tak ye ony wey ye 
like ; but come, tak my airm, Marget, an' we'll step 
awa inbye.' As we wended oor way ower Boulzie 
Hill that nicht I sang : 

My Maggie's heart is a' my ain, 

rU seek Dae mair, whatever betide, 
O* warldly gear or ither gain, 

Sin' I hae Marget for my bride. 
We'll jog through life richt canty, aye 

Lovin, kin', an' true tae ither ; 
An' ne'er will Maggie rue the day 

She'll wed me an* leave her mither. 

Losh ! I juist was a happy chiel, an* when we 
pairted in Tam's hoose that nicht it was a' settled. 
We were tae be married the nicht that my time was 
oot ; an* we were that, an' a fell wey o* daein it was 
tae. The maister gae Marget a pair o' slippers as 
a marriage present, an' she has them i' the drawers 
till this day, wi' no' a foul finger on them 

We hae had mony a struggle in oor married life 
We hae had oor hopes an' fears : some o' oor hopes 
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hae been cast tae the grun as they seemed juist tae 
be bloomin intae realities ; an' for a time we would 
gie wey tae fears an* despair ; but amidst it a' we 
hae aye been leal an' true lovers ; an' though we 
are noo far on oor journey tae, as I trust, a better 
warld, I'm sure oor love tae ane anither burns in 
oor breists as bricht in oor auld age as it did in 
days noo past an' gane. An' my only earthly wish 
is tae live tae see my Marget taen awa hame frae 
this warld's troubles. I could then lie doon tae fa' 
intae my lang, lang sleep wi' a thankfu' heart tae 
Him that has guided us safe through a'. 



THE CHRISTMAS TEA PAIRTY 

THERE are folk in this warld wha, because they're 
puir, think that happiness is only to be found 
amang routh o' riches. Ithers, again, because 
they're maybe ae step up the social ladder, look on 
a' wha stand on the grun — that ae step below 
them — as the merest chaff, juist to be blawn into 
abject terror an' obedience by the very sicht o' their 
windy presence. Then there's the grand folk, wha 
are the real rich men, clothed in purple an' fine linen 
— as Lazarus was — an' wha fare sumptuously ilka day. 
It's little wonder though the like o' them canna 
understand hoo the like o' Marget an' mysel could 
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be onything else than the merest grovlin craiters, 
wi' nae ither feelin in oor minds than hoo to get 
haud o' some o' their dainties, an' to feel, gin we did 
get them, somewhat as the prophet had dune when 
the craw brocht him his brakfast — deeply thankfu an' 
exceedin'ly humble. 

But, behaud ye. Though thae folk may think 
that, Marget's nane o' yer folk wha sails sae laich. 
She's puir eneuch in purse, maybe ; but come yer 
wa's gin ye want a prood eneuch person, for in her 
ye'll find a' ye'll want in that wey, or else it cheats 
me. Ye see, Marget doesna like to see her neebors 
leavin her ahint, as it were, i' the observance o' 
times an' seasons ; that's to say, she kens brawly that 
there's a time to be merry, an' a time to be sad ; a 
time to lauch, an' a time to greet, as we're tauld ; 
an' she aye likes to come to the front amang her 
friens baith at kirk an' market. When the season 
for new bonnets or dolmans comes, or at the Auld 
Market an' picnic season, when ilka hoosewife, man, 
an' bairn maun flee frae the ills they ken to sefek 
the kind they ken little aboot, Marget's juist on 
heckle pins to be up to the een amang the arrange- 
ments an' plans o' her neebors ; that's to say, gin 
she be to bide at hame hersel. But gin she's to be 
jauntin or makin merry — phew ! — the feint a ane 
can cut a better dash than she. But, ye ken, there's 
been little else but granes ar' pechs wi' her owin 
to her pains this fell while back. Gin she didna hae 
^ sair back, it would be a sair breist, heid, or joints, 
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an' gin, by a kind o* a miracle, a! thae were kind o' 
soond, there would be sure to be some ither thing 
— the cat, or Princie, the dog, no behavin to please 
her e'en — to mak a sonnet aboot, until I was juist 
aboot giein up a' hope o* her ever haein an uplook 
again in this warld. 

We were sittin at the fireside ae nicht, an' I 
happened to mention that I'd seen some o' the shop- 
keepers decoratin their windows wi' cheese an' bottles 
o' ae thing or anither, makin ready for the Yule 
festivities. 

* Ow, 'deed ay : there'll be nae Yule nor New Year 
in oor hoose, for I couldna thole the din an' bother,' 
replied Marget. 

* Weel, weel, juist please yersel, Maggie ; but 
we've aye had a wee tickie o' New Year o' some 
kind, an' oor neebors '11 be thinkin we're growin awfu 
near gin we mak nae show ava.' 

* Himph ! muckle I care what folks think ; I'll 
dae what's best, an' let them dae's they like,' said 
Marget, as she set hersel up in her chair i' the 
maist determined-like manner. 

I saidna anither word on the subject, as it was 
a' the same to me whether we had a New Year or 
no ; I only spoke o't thinkin it would cheer her up 
a bittie. But I was mistaen, ye see. I've heard it 
said that a body never kens what a day may bring 
forth ; an' I maun say that, whatever onybody says 
to the contrary, there never was a bigger truth 
written. For, though Marget was sae snisty wi' me 
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there, Mrs Black, an' Robin '11 attend to ye, for I 
ken ye're awfu bashfu. Come, sirs, sit inowre, an' 
dinna need ony priggin. I 'sure ye, ye're real 
welcome to a' ye'll get — 'deed ay ; though I'm no 
a second gaffer, like some folk, I can gie ye a 
Christmas treat for a' that,' quo Marget, as oor 
friens were gettin themsels set at the table wi' muckle 
merriment. The tea was poured oot, mair water 
put i' the teapot, an' a' the cups made fu.' Then a 
grain mair tea was put in, the pot filled nearly fu' o' 
water frae the kettle, an' set in front o' the fire again 
to get ready for the second roond. 

* Noo, sirs, sugar yersels to yer taste, an' help 
yersels heartily,' quo Marget, as she preed her tea 
frae her teaspune i' the maist critical manner. * Ay, 
juist tell me what ye think o' the flavour o' that tea; 
it's a quarter o't at ninepence that I bocht for the 
occasion ; isn't it just a very treat ?' 

Ilka teaspune i' the company lifted a portion to 
ilka ane's mou, lips were smacked, an' the flavour o' 
that tea was pronounced by ilka ane to excel a' the 
teas ever before tasted. Then the eatin an' drinkin 
began in earnest. 

I kept Mistress Black's platie weel supplied wi' 
a' that was a-gaein, an', as I was awfu hungry, I 
papped the dads o' loafie an shortie into me at sic 
a rate that ance or twice Marget gae a bit hoast, 
an' looked at me in a warnin kind o' way — fleyed 
that I micht hurt mysel, I suppose ; but, haein nae 
sic fear, I ca'd awa. The lauch an' joke were gaen 
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roond like fun, ilka ane seemin mair happy than her 
neebor, when Marget began to pour oot the second 
cup. After puttin sae muckle into ilka cup she took 
up the tea kettle to fill up the teapot again, an' — 

* Od, what's adae wi* the kettle noo ? It winna 
rin ava,' said she, as she tried to coup it up as 
far's was safe ; but only the weeist driblets cam oot 
o' the stroup. * Lo^h preserve me, what can be 
wrang wi't! It's no toom either,' she continued, 
takin aff the lid an' peerin intil't as best she could 
through the steam. * Himph ; I see something 
stickin' i' the stroup ; what can't be ava ? ' 

* Keep me ! It's maybe ane o' the mickro bees ! ' 
cried Mrs Gulpemup, her jaw drappin near half a fit. 

*Wait ye, for fear ye burn yer fingers; I'll get 
my pincers an' pu't oot,' I cried. I got baud o' 
them, an' shovin them into the kettle I pu'd oot o' 
the stroup a wee bit moosie by the tail. * Losh be 
here, Marget, it's yon puir moosie, an' there's no a 
hair left on't, they're a' boiled aff!' I cried, as I held 
up the craiter. 

* O, gude gracious ! we'll a' tak the jaundice ! ' 

cried some o' the company, lookin at the remains 

c' the moose like's it had been the ghost in Hamlet ; 

ithers clapped their hand on their mou an' fled frae 

the hoose, without utterin ae word, an' in less time 

than it tak's to tell ye, I was left alane wi' Marget. 

An' a big job I had, I can tell ye, to dicht the 

mixture o' tatties, potted-heid, tea, an' shortie she laid 

on the hearthstane ere I got her .stamack pacifeed. 

B 
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An* she hasna taen the jaundice yet, ony mair 
than the rest o' them. But she declares that gin 
oor neebors hadna seen the deid moose she wouldna 
hae cared half sae muckle ; for if Mistress Gooslin 
gets haud o' the story there'll be nae sic thing's 
livin within half- a- mile o' her; shell craw sae 
crousely ower Marget an' her Christmas pairty, ye 
ken. But Marget seems resolved that there'll be 
nae mair disasters o' the same kind. For, instead o' 
sympatheesin wi' the auld moosie's feelings for the 
fearfu end an' loss o'ts young ane when it fell i' the 
water pitcher, got droon'd, an' syne toomed i' the 
kettle an' boiled, she's been just trachled sin syne 
tryin to capture 't wi' a bowl an' a cup. Sae ye 
may ken. 



THE CHRISTMAS BOX 

WEEL, sirs, this is a dowie an' a weary warld to 
live in after a'; for nae sooner does a body 
think that happiness is to be their lot than 
some sudden cheenge taks place, an' a' oor bricht 
prospects are dimmed, oor castles i* the air fa' doon 
wi' a crash, an' frae the pleasant pinnacle o' the 
tapmast tower we're hurled to the grun, an' there 
well sit bubblin an' greetin as gin a' the trouble, 
trials, an' sorrows o' this warld were oors, ilk ane 
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o' them heaped on the tap os, leavin nane to ony 
ither body ava. But gin we would only tak a look 
beyond oor ain troubles we would soon see that 
there never was an ill but there micht be a waur, 
an' there's no ae body on this earth wha can say 
that they hae nae trouble or sorrow which pains or 
grieves them, or nae desire which they canna get 
fulfilled ; a' hae something they would like to want, 
or want something they canna get ; an' ilka ane 
thinks their ain case the warst ane, an' that nae ither 
body's half sae sair made, whether wi' pain or sic 
like, as they are themsel. 

Marget was juist in this mood last week, an', dae 
what I micht, come oot o't she wouldna. She'd 
gotten news that didna please her i' the beginnin 
o' the week, an' instead o' tryin to lift her mind 
abune the evil tidin*s, she juist sat at the cheek o' 
the fire as sad an' forlorn -like as gin she were the 
only body left in a' this warld, an' no anither in't 
to open her mou till, for a' that I was sittin mumpin 
there, like a stookie, an no ane to say a cheip to 
me. Hooever, things began to look a wee thing mair 
cheerfu' when ane o' oor neebors yont the street 
cam up on Friday to tell Marget that she'd gotten 
a letter that mornin frae her son in Glesca, sayin 
that he was to send her a Christmas box. I could 
see in nae time that the box hadna near sae muckle 
charm for Marget as what micht be in't, for nae 
sooner had oor neebor gotten the length o' the box 
wi' her story than Marget seemed to become 
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hae been lookin the ither road gin they'd seen their 
auld mither comin, for fear ony o' their comrads 
would ken it was ony connexion/ 

* 'Deed, woman, that's real true. But haste ye, 
Robin, an' let's hear what the letter says, for I'm 
sure ye've read it twice ower by this time.' 

I gae a host to clear my thrapple, an' began : 

S.S. Sunshade, Tilbury Dock, 
London, 21st Dec. 1893. 

Dear Old Robin, — We have just arrived here after a long and 
stormy voyage, having got our boats and deck-house nearly carried 
away by a sea that would have done Aunt Marget*s heart good to 
see on a washing, such a body of water it was. I send you this 
note to let you know that I am to send you a Christmas box 
to-morrow, per rail, with a beauty of a Jerboa in it. — ^Yours truly, 

Pate. 

' Eh ! what is't that he's to send } ' interrupted 
Marget, as she cuist a triumphant glance frae me 
to oor neebor, wha was sittin hearkenin wi' lugs an' 
mou open. * Read that bit aboot the box an' the 
boa again,' quo Marget, as she sat up fell majestic- 
like in her chair, an' dichted her nose wi' the corner 
o' her apron. I read as desired, an', ' Imphim, I'll 
wager that boa '11 be a braw kind o' fur, for, ye see, 
my nephew the Captain wouldna bring a common 
thing frae a foreign land.' 

* Od, I'm no very sure o' that, Marget ; for there 
was Jean Simpson's lad sent her a braw skin frae 
Gibraltar to mak a muff, an' it gaed a' in a mess o' 
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parkazeets in nae time ; an' when she took it to the 
folk to get it made up it would hae run oot at the 
door its lane gin they hadna put stuff on't to kill 
the parkazeets. Himph ! I 'sure ye, some o' ihae 
things are no canny,' replied oor neebor. 

* Parkazeets ! gae 'wa wi' ye, woman ! They're 
juist vermin, ye ken, an' dinna ye think that my 
nephew the Captain's sic a fule's bring hame sic 
trash. Na, na ; he kens that I like a gude thing, 
an' ye'll see that that boa '11 be a wyce-like thing to 
put roond my neck when I gring to the kirk. 
Himph ! some folk kick an' cock when they get 
a bit cheap, imitation sealskin ; but come yer wa's 
for the ** real Mackay" when I get on my Jirr boa. 
'Deed ay, I'll let ye see something like a Christmas 
box the morn, when my nephew the Captain's box 
comes,' exultingly added Marget, an' she dichted 
awa a tear o' gladness frae the point o' her nose wi' 
the back o' her hand, an* looked at oor neebor ^^y 
prood like. 

Oor neebor seemed some cast doon like, owin to 
Marget takin nae mair note o' her laddie Tam's 
gudeness, an' wi' little mair said she gaed her wa's 
to tell a' the lave o' oor neebors frae oor door to 
her ain aboot Marget's gude fortune. Marget, too, 
frae sittin lookin i' the fire for omens o' ill luck an' 
misfortune, did little else a' that day than haud lang 
an' solemn confabs aboot the boa wi' the neebors 
wha ca'd to see gin the story o' Pate's present was 
true ; an' in discussin the intricate points o' fashion, 
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as to whether it would be a proper thing to dae to 
put on a braw boa wi' a bonnet that had dune duty 
a* summer ; or gin, to gie the boa due honour, it 
would be the correct thing to invest half-a-croon in 
a black or broon straw, that was said to be very 
becomin on elderly persons ; but finally it was agreed 
to wait the arrival o' the boa, sae that it micht be 
put roond Marget's neck, to see then whether a 
black, broon, or slate -coloured bonnet, at the half- 
croon, would set aff Marget's countenance to the 
best advantage. 

Neist day cam, an* aboot eleven o'clock i' the 
forenoon up cam the railway parcel van to oor 
door, an' ere the driver o't could get the box lifted 
oot, aboot half-a-dizen o' neebor wives, a' bent on 
bein the first to feast their een on Pate's present, 
cam hurryin up to oor hoose. The chappie wi' the 
box followed, laid it on the table, pu'd a book 
frae his bag, an', * Frae London, carriage paid. Will 
1 sign yer name for ye ? ' quo he. I made nae 
objection, sae he doon wi' my name in's book, an' 
doon the stair an' awa wi's van again he gaed. 

* Noo, Robin, haste ye an' open the box, sae 
that I may let them see the grand boa my nephew's 
sent me. Himph, I'm thinkin' I'll tak the shine 
oot o' some o' oor friens when I ging doon wi't 
aboot my neck to see the Museum on New Year's 
Day. Ging ootowre, ye ill-bred brutes; od, a 
body canna even get their Christmas box but ye 
maun bore yer noses in til't — ging optowre, will 
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ye ; * an* wi* that Marget drave Princie an* Tarn 
the cat awa frae the table, whaur they had been 
earnestly inspectin the box. I got my hammer an' 
chisel, an', wi' some difficulty, I managed to gar the 
lid o' the box flee open wi' a bang, as a' oor neebors 
an' Marget were croodin roond me. Nae sooner 
did the lid flee up than oot lap a beast o' the 
queerest dimensions ever I saw, an' gaed skelp on 
the floor, whaur it was set upon by Princie an' the 
cat wi' the greatest fury, oor neebors an* Marget 
meanwhile makin for the door wi' a' speed, yellin 
frantically as they pu'd, pushed, an' tore at ither in 
their haste to be first oot o' the hoose. At last they 
got the door open — the queer beast an' its twa 
assailants struggled towards it at the instant, gettin 
mixed up amang the feet o' Marget an' her friens; 
an' as I wildly danced aroond, gesticulatin an' shoutin 
orders that neither beasts nor bodies paid ony atten- 
tion till, doon the stair in ae heip rowed Marget, 
oor neebors, Princie, cat, beast an' a' ! 

* My gracious, ye've a' gaen doon by the run, an' 
gin ye've escaped wi' hale banes ye're lucky folk,' 
I cried, as I sprang doon stairs, seized baud o' 
Marget's heid, which was stickin up frae amang the 
confused an' groanin bundle, an' I pu'd till her very 
mutch cam awa i' my hands. 

* What the mischief's adae here,' inquired oor 
scaffie at this juncture, as he cam in the passage on 
hearin the pitifu' din. 

* Od, min, gie's a hand here, for I dae believe 
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Marget*s near felled, to say naething aboot oor 
neebors, Princie, an' the cat.' 

We baith soon got the women folk pu'd sindry, 
an' in daein sae I was surprised to see that Marget, 
by some mysterious means, had gotten Princie 
rowed i' the tail o' her goon as safe an' snod's gin 
he hadna fa'en amang them, while Pate's puir beast 
was discovered by the scaffie, when we lifted Marget 
up, squeezed as flat's a flounder, an' as deid's a maw. 

The scafiie took it up, looked at it ower an' 
ower, then, ' Michty, man, Robin, that's surely the 
boxin' kangaroo,' he remarked. 

* I kenna gin it be " can-gar-you " or can gar 
ony ither body, but gin I'd that scoondrel Pate 
here I would let him ken that he's no to mak a 
fule o' me by sayin he was sendin a boa, when it's 
only a brute o' a big rotten, wi' lang hint legs an' 
hardly ony fore anes ava,' cried Marget, as she 
looked on the specimen which the scaffie was 
earnestly examinin'. 

Ane by ane oor neebors cam roond, as far 
as enabled them to hirple hame to their ain 
hooses, an' some o' them maintained that what Pate 
had really sent had been a boa richt eneuch, but 
that it had begun to evolve parkazeets on the 
journey frae London, an' that what the scaffie ca'd 
the * boxin kangaroo ' was only the result o' a' the 
parkazeets bein eaten up by the biggest ane. I'm 
no sure gin this be sae or no, but I ken weel that 
Marget's gotten an 'awfu' mittlin wi' tumlin doon the 
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stair, an' gin she doesna mend fell soon I kenna 
what's to be dune. But I wouldna be in Pate's 
shoon for onything when he comes here, for, gin 
Marget says ae half that she threatens, he'll get a 
gey hearin. An' anither thing that's vexin her : 
she's never seen Tarn, the cat, since the day they 
a' fell doon the stair, an' she's begun to think that 
Pate's beast's maybe eaten it tae ; for, if it could eat 
up a hale boa, there's nae sayin what it micht dae. 
But, for my ain pairt, gin ony o' ye fa' in wi' Tam 
ye can keep him ; for he's a parkazeet that I can 
want brawly, for he sits in front o' the fire as gin it 
a' belanged to him, an' gin Princie daurs to ging 
inowre to warm his nose he's juist ca'd a'thing that's 
bad by Marget for bein i' the road. Mony a day 
I'm wae for the puir» brute, but gin I were to tak's 
pairt — come yer wa's for a scene ! There wQuld be 
naething but snifterin. greetin, an' * saut tongue ' a' 
day after't. So I'll sail laich, an' hae nae dispeace 
i' the hoose, especially aboot the New Year, as that's 
far frae bein lucky. 



THE HOGMANAY MARRIAGE 

WEEL, sirs, this is an awfu warld we live in. 
Shakespeare micht weel say, * Man that is born 
o' a woman is o' few days an' fu' o' trouble,' an' 
gin he had a wife when he wrote that, I'll warrant 
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ye that she'd been the mainspring wha had brocht 
his mind roond sae clearly to see the reasonableness 
an' truthfu'ness o's assertion Noo, ye see, it can 
hardly be said that Marget an' me hae been ' o' 
few days.' 'Deed no. We hae been o' a lot o' 
years — mair than we ocht to hae been, I sometimes 
think — an' though we've seen mony a better body 
carried to the Abbey an' laid amang kindred dust, 
yet here we are, no sae badly set on ava, though 
we dae hae cor ain troubles, as the maist exalted 
hae. But, ye see, there's a heip o' thae troubles 
o' oors that micht h>e avoided gin it wema that 
' man's born to trouble.' This bein sae, I think 
the women folk ocht to h>e thankfu', seein that they 
are no i' the coont, an' escape scot free. It's the 
puir men wha hae a' the dirdum o't to bear, an' 
weel 1 wot that's true. Sae I juist aye plotter awa 
when I fa' into ony mischanter. daein the best 1 
can wi' a bad job, and feelin sure that whatever 
canna be cured maun juist be endured, though the 
endurin bit's whaur a' the dumfecwiltums come in. 

Noo, ye'll be thinkin that I'm beginnin to gie 
ye a sermon on the ups an' doons o' this life, the 
ills that afflict puir mortals in general, an' Marget 
an' mysel in particular ; but, naething o' the kind 
Like mony anither at thae New Year times, we — 
that's Marget an' me, ye ken — hae been tryin to 
mat merry, an' a puir job we've made o't 

Ye see, a bit lass o' Marget's acquaintance was 
to get hersel married on Hogmanay nicht, an' we 
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were Ifeith bidden to the marriage. Marget had 
little time to mak ony preparations, as the hale 
concern cam on's kind o' in a sudden. Hooever, as 
the like o* thae ceremonies dinna tak place very 
aften i' the lifetime o* a body's friens, Marget 
determined that we baith should patronise her frien's 
weddin by bein present, an' assistin to mak ithers 
happy, while we got a share o* the general enjoyment 
that ithers helped to mak. 

We juist gaed to the occasion dressed in oor 
ordinar, as, owin to the coorse weather, it would 
hae been a dangerous prank to tosh up folk in yon 
style, wi' white veil, dress, an' shoon, that gars auld- 
fashioned folk like Marget an' mysel think, when we 
see sic an* assembly, that surely, when the millennium 
comes, the craiters wha'll inhabit this earth an* be 
continually employed daeing gude to frail auld sinners 
like oorsels, will maybe be something like them, sae 
ilk ane was juist to be comfortable an' happy if they 
could, an' to let fashion flee wi' the wind. 

Prompt at seven o'clock on Hogmanay the cab 
drave up to oor door, an' Marget was only takin 
her hair oot o' the papers wi' which she'd curled a 
wee lock at ilka side o' her broo, sae that her black 
mutch wi' the blue ribbons micht hae some look on 
her heid. 

* Losh keep me ! I dae believe that here's the 
coach for's, an' we're no ready yet,' she gruml'd, 
as the bairns aboot the door set up cries o' * Heys ! 
heys ! heys ! * in a' the tones imaginable. 
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' Tm ready, at ony rate/ quo I, as I up •wi' my 
lum hat, an' gae the pile o*t a smooth wi' my sleeve, 
as I made for the door. 

* Himph ! that's juist the wey o' ye ; 'cause ye're 

ready ye think a's richt, but Od, that's maist 

provokin ! Here's the string come clean aff my 
mutch. Whaur did ye lay the preen-cod, min ? 
For I'll juist hae to preen't on ; there's nae time for 
sewin 't. Whaur's the preen-cod, dae ye ken ! ' she 
cried, as a chappie cam rinnin up the stair, opened 
oor door, an', * The cab waits you, please,' quo he. 

' Od, haste ye, Marget. Hae, here's the preen I 
pike my teeth wi' : haste ye noo, an' no haud the 
cab standin starvin waitin on ye.' An' I took the 
preen frae the lappel o' my coat an' gae her't as I 
spak. She nippit it oot o' my fingers an' preened 
the string on to her mutch, an' on wi't on her heid 
in front o' the mirror withoot sae muckle's gettin 
time to look gin her twa curls were in the richt 
position or no. Syne she up wi' her muckle plaid, 
an' oot the door, wi' Princie barkin at her heels, she 
gaed. 

* Come here, min. Dog on ye ; what dae ye 
want rinnin oot's gin ye were gaen to the marriage? 
Come in here, I tell ye ! ' I yelled at the tap o' 
my voice, as I saw Marget hurryin aff withoot me. 
Princie cam back wi' his stump o' a tail doon, an' 
a look o' disappointment on*s coontenance. * Gae to 
yer couch wi' ye, ye senseless ass. Od, I aye thocht 
ye'd mair i' yer heid than ye hae,' said I, as he 
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disappeared in at my wark placie door. I screwed 
doon the lamp to a wee peek, oot, locked the door, 
an' doon the stair at three spangs I gaed. Oot the 
passage I ran an' louped into the cab as gin I hadna 
had anither meenit to live. 

• Od, come awa min. I dinna ken what ye 
get to put aff yer time at,* said Marget, as the 
cab rattled aff, followed by shouts o' * Peasemeal 
marriage ! peasemeal marriage ! ' frae the bairns. 
We soon reached the hoose whaur the marriage 
ceremony was to tak place. I got oot o' the cab 
at the door o' the hoose an' helped Marget to 
alight. The hoose was in a fell exposed position, 
an' there bein a fell bit breezie o' win* blawin, 
Marget's mutch blew aff, an' awa it flew yont the 
road like a' that. It was a blessin that there was 
a grain snaw on the grun, for it enabled me to see 
whaur the black mutch lichted, an' I'd nae trouble 
in gettin't when I ran after 't. Back I ran wi't in a 
jiffy, an,' * Losh, Marget, ye surely hadna preened 
the string richt on,' I said, as I gae the snaw a 
shak aff the mutch an' handed it to Marget. * No, 
ye hadna preened it richt, I'm sure.' 

* Tach ! what ken ye aboot it } Himph ! I'm 
a bonnie like sicht to ging to onybody's marriage, 
wi' my heid no richt, an' a mutch no fit noo for a 
tattie doolie,' an' wi' that she tried to put the mutch 
on her heid the best way she could ere we gaed 
inside, but ere ye'd said 'Jack Robinson,' oot cam 
a chappie, shook hands wi' Marget and me, an' led's 
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inside amang a goodly number o* folk, baith auld an' 
young. 

I set mysel doon near the door on a lang form, 
an* set my hat at my side. Marget sat doon near 
me, an* I was juist i* the act o* takin a hearty pinch 
o* snuff when a fell stoot dame cam inowre, an*, 

* Hoo are ye enjoyin yersel, Marget ? * quo she, as 
she shook hands wi* Marget an* flopped doon on 
the croon o* my hat. * Oh, Robin, is that you } 
Upon my word I didna notice ye,* she cried again, 
lookin roond to me as gin she thocht she*d come 
doon on me ; syne, wi* anither word or twa to 
Marget, she up again an* aff she gaed. I gae 
Marget a putt, an* ca*d her attention to my gude 
hat lyin on the form between*s as flat*s a bannock. 

* Put it oot o' sicht, an* no mak a fule o* me afore 
folk,* she whispered in her severest manner, an* I 
at ance did as I was bidden by slyly drawin *t to me 
an' shovin *t up below the breist o* my waistcoat. 

We werna weel set doon when the minister cam 
an* took a chair set for him at a wee table. The 
bride an* bridegroom, wi* their supporters o* best 
man an* maid, took their places in front o* him. an* 
then he began the business o* unitin* the happy pair. 
Od, I couldna help frae thinkin, as the ceremony 
gaed on, on the days o* langsyne, an* on the nicht 
when Marget stood beside me, an* when I held her 
hand in mine till the words were said that made us 
ane, an* the very thochts o't made me feel a kind o* 
young again. When the last words were said, an* 
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his reverence was shakin hands wi' the new - made 
wife, I gae the new-made man's coat-tail a pu'. He 
looked roond, an' I whispered, * See that ye carry 
a laich sail when there's a storm brewin at yer ain 
fireside. Aye flee laich, an' syne ye'll no get hurt 
gin ye chance to fa'.' 

* What is't } ' quo he. 

* Oh, naething, naething.' 

* Never mind the haverin fule ; he's aye bletherin 
aboot something,' said Marget, as she pushed hersel 
forrit to shak hands wi' the chap's wife, an', nae doot, 
to gie her gude advice as to hoo to conduct hersel 
towards her husband — a thing she's real able to dae, 
owin to her ain prolonged experience. 

Of coorse I said nae mair, as a nod's as gude's a 

wink to a blind horse ; but I took the seat proffered 

me at . the supper table, an' ere mony meenits gaed 

past I was shovelin the roa.st beef an' tattie puddin 

into me like a day's wark. Ye see, I had got seated 

between twa gude frien's o' the male gender, an' was 

thus removed beyond Marget's immediate supervision, 

she haein got awfu thrang wi' some o' her frien's doon 

the table a bittie frae me. I therefore could crack an' 

eat as it pleased mysel, withoot haeing ony dread o' 

displeasin her ; an' real weel I fared, I juist tell ye. 

After I had been preein sindry dishes, an' passin ithers 

untasted, the tables were cleared awa an' the floor 

swept clean for the dancin, while the fiddler began 

to screw up the pegs o's instrument an' to * thrum, 

thrum,* at the strings o't to get it into tune. The 

C 
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young folk began to get fidgety, feet began to 
keep time to the tune that had been struck up, an' 
first ae pair, syne anither followed roond the room, 
till a lot o* couples were on the floor thegither, a 
bobbin an* poo - settin to ither an' frae ither wi' 
muckle agility. I couldna think o* tryin ony o' thae 
new fashioned dances, for Marget was sittin no far 
frae me as stiff's a poker, an' gin I'd offered to try 
a stap or twa she would juist hae begun to flyte at me 
for bein sae fulish. But, as I wasna up to the polkas, 
I juist sat still waitin for a reel or country dance to 
begin, when I was determined to let them see the way 
we did it in my young days. At the lang length 
the fiddler strack up *The smith's a gallant fireman.' 
I up, yont I gaed, an' made my best boo in front o' 
the stoot-like dame wha'd spoken to Marget on oor 
entering the room, an', * May I hae the honour o' 
yer company?' quo 1 to her. * Imphim,' quo she 
As she stood up I gae her my arm an' led her 
forrit A wheen mair couples took the floor at the 
same time, an' in a jiffy we were * trippin the light 
fantastic toe,' as the newspapers ca't, in grand style. 
A* at ance the time was changed, an' we were goin 
at * The deil amang the tailors ' helter skelter when 
my partner suddenly sat doon on the floor, puin me 
on the tap o' her, and ere I could open my mou 
to say ae word I was near smoored by bein buried 
beneath a' the rest o' the dancers. Nane o's lay 
ony langer than we could get up, an' nae sooner 
did I get to my feet an' begin to pu' up my stoot 
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partner than, * Wait, wait ; there s some o' my claes 
come aff, surely/ she cried. I let her alane at 
ance, an' twa or three o' the aulder women folk 
gathered roond her, Marget amang the rest, an' in 
half a second they set up the awfu'est scraich o' 
lauchter ever ye heard. The rest o's werna left 
lang in doot as to what had taen place, for Marget, 
wi' a face on her as red's the fire, cam an' dauded 
my bruised hat doon at my feet, an', ' Himph ! I 
'sure ye, it's a hard thing that I canna ging nowhere 
withoot bein made a fule o' wi' ye. Hae, see there's 
yer auld bauchle o' a hat» an' see that ye keep it 
frae gettin fixed on folk's feet ony mair,' cried she. 
I took up the sadly battered an' auld faithfu servant, 
that had made me look respectable at baith kirk an' 
market mony a day, an', shootin my hand in til't, 
I set it up into as near its former shape as I could, 
gae't a dicht an' a smooth wi my hankie ; an' though 
it had a fearfu clour an' a big list on ae side o't, I 
gaed an' reverently laid it in ane o' the windows 
withoot ever openin my mou 

Frae that moment Marget had nae peace frae the 
toothache. Some gae her ae thing for't an' some 
gae anither, but nane did her ony gude ; but she'd 
nae business eatin ony o' the shortbread, for it was 
owin to it gettin amang her rotten stumps that set 
them up, an' feint anither thing. But it wouldna 
hae dune for me to hae said it to her, especially 
amang sic a company. Sae, after a heip o' maen 
bein made for baith o's haein to leave gude com 
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pany, Marget put her big plaid roond her heid an' 
body, an*, leanin on my arm for fear o' slippin' on the 
ice, she bade the folk gude nicht, an' we left them. 

We got hame safe eneuch ; but when we got 
there Marget's pains an' temper grew waur an' waur. 
I tried a' I could to relieve her, wi' nae success ava; 
an' there she sat at the cheek o' the fire haudin her 
mou i' the corner o' her shawlie, an* would neither 
speak nor ging to bed either. Thinkin to please 
her, I took her big plaid aff the chair whaur she'd 
flung't on enterin oor ain hoose, an* was juist hingin't 
on the back o' the door when she cried. * See that 
ye dinna mak as great a mess o' my mutch as yeVe 
dune o' yer ain hat Himph ! folk surely think I'm 
made o' siller when they begin to tramp their best 
claes under their feet' 

* Whaur is yer mutch .^' I speir'd, as I gae the 
plaid a shak an' looked amang my feet to see if it 
would fa* on the floor; but it didna. Marget put her 
hand to her heid to find if the mutch was there, syne 
up she got, whuppit the plaid oot o' my hands, looked 
it a' ower, looked on the chair an' below 't, an*, * Weel, 
doesna that beat a'thing! There's my gude mutch 
awa neist, an' hoo it could hae fa'en aff my heid 
withoot me kennin's mair than tongue can tell,* she 
graned, an' again sat doon to haud her mou, an* think 
ower the visible loss o' her mutch. Feelin clean dune 
oot, I took aff my duds an' crept into bed my^el, 
at seein which Marget gae sundry granes o* a mair 
awesome kind than ordinar, murmured some gey 
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lichtly hints aboot some unfeelin wratch or anither, 
an* cam her wa's to bed too. 

I kent nae mair until postie cam whistlin an' 
batterin on oor door neist mornin. I sprang oot o' 
bed to tak in whatever he had brocht's. My feet 
got entangled amang Marget*s petticoats that she'd 
drapped in front o' the bed when she'd come inowre, 
an' skloit ower on the floor I gaed wi' sic a thud 
that I kentna very weel whether I would attempt to 
rise up or no, in case I micht find mysel ca'd into 
a puckle orra fragments. The very biggin shook 
again wi' the shock o' the concussion, an' oor neebor 
cam rinnin upstair to oor door cryin', * That's what 
comes o' gaein to marriages, ye see. I 'sure ye, 
that drink winna be mockit. Is't you, Kobin, that's 
mittled, or is't Marget?' 'It's me, it's me; but I'll 
be a' richt ance I'd my breeks on,' I replied as 
weel's I could, for there was hardly a breath left in 
me. On hearin this oor neebor gaed her wa's, after 
tellin that oor letter was lyin on the door mat waitin 
to be taen in I got mysel into my breeks, took 
in the letter, which was a New Year's card frae a 
frien, wishin's luck a' through the new year. Marget 
also got oot o* bed, an' though I'm aboot as stiff's 
an auld horse frae the effects o' that fa', the feint 
a thing she's spoken o' sin* syne but the loss o' that 
mutch o' hers. An* gin ony o' ye's been sae 
luckie's find it, for ony sake haste ye an* bring't yont 
the Loan to her. an' I'll gie ye a pinch oot o' the 
half-ounce Marget gae n?e for my Christmas. 
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AT THE SKATING POND 

YE 'RE aye daein something or ither for the gude- 
wife, Robin/ quo Jamie Rowsins to me ae 
afternoon last week, as I was fillin oor pitcher 
wi* water frae the well. 

' Ow, ay, Jamie ; ye see, when the wife's no 
strong, a body maun put to his hand to help. But, 
of coorsc, it's only in the mou o' the pock wi' you 
yet ; but juist bide a wee ; yer time's comin ! ' 

* O, I suppose so, Robin ; but ye've seen the day 
yersel,' quo Jamie, as he lauched in my face. 

* Ow, ay, I've seen the day ; an', I can tell ye, 
when I was your age I didna think there was a 
wycer-like pair than Marget an' me were. But folk 
maun toddle doon the hill, ye ken, Jamie ; an' you 
an' yer wife are juist wearin up to the tap noo.' 

* True, true, Robin. But let's be happy while 
we may. I'm gaen oot to the skeetchin pond to 
hae some fun. Are ye gaen }' 

Od, I dinna care though I tak a turn as far as 
that, juist to gie Princie the air, ye ken ; an' gin ye 
wait till I ging up wi' this pitcher o' water I'll ging 
wi ye. 

'A' richt, Robin; I'll wait ye.' 

I took up my pitcher an' made for oor door 



At the Skating Pond 39 

wi't; but before I got the length o*t Jamie cried, 

* Hi, Robin, can ye dae onything to the skeetchin ? ' 
I nodded my heid to him, an*, ' Til ging to the 
hoose for my ither pair o' skeetchers,' quo Jamie, 
as he made for his ain door, only twa doors doon 
frae oors. 

I gaed up the stairs wi* my water, an* as I was 
settin the pitcher in the pantry I remarked to 
Marget, wha was sittin in her chair at the fireside, 
that I thocht Princie would be nane the waur o* a 
walk, as he had been oot unco seldom sin' the snaw 
cam on. 

* Himph ! I think he micht be happy that he's 
sae near the cheek o' the fire in weather o* this 
kind ; an*, forby that, he's no seekin oot ava. 

' Ay, but ye see, Marget, he would need to be 
taen oot a bittie ; no far, ye ken, but juist a wee 
bit for his health's sake.' 

* Ow, ay, for ony sake tak care o' its health ! 
There's naebody speaks aboot my health, though I 
bide in frae June to Januar,' quo Marget, as she 
gae her nose a dicht wi' the corner o' her wee 
shawlie. 

*Are ye comin, Robin.?' bawled Jamie frae the 
foot o' oor stairs at this juncture. 

* Ay, ay, I'm comin ; ' an' turnin to Marget, 

* I'll no bide lang, Marget, nor will I ging far,' I 
concluded, as I cheiped an' cracked my finger an' 
thoom on Princie to come awa. 

*0w, ay, it's some o' yer ain loup hunts ye're 
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after, I can see that fine. But dinna ye bide lang, 
for I'm gaen sune to my bed. I 'sure ye, Tm o' 
little consequence when ye set aff an' leave me 
here to dee gin I like.' 

* I'll be back gin five o'clock, Marget, an' that's 
no lang,' I said, as I stood wi' the sneck o' the 
door in my hand, no very sure whether I could 
risk to ging or no. 

* Come awa, min, Robin ; what are ye standin' 
bletherin at there } ' cried Jamie. 

* Comin, comin,' I cried to him, as I drew the 
door half shut an' anxiously looked to Marget for 
some token o' her assent ; but the only movement 
she made was to dicht ane o' her een wi' her 
shawlie, an' to keek at the face o' oor wag-at-the-wa 
wi' her ither ee. I gently closed the door, an' doon 
the stair 1 lichtly skipped, an* I was oot on the road 
near as quick as Princie. 

* Dog on't, min, Robin, I thocht y€6 clean 
henned when ye were sae slow to come. 

* Man, Jamie, I wanted Marget to gie me her 
consent, but I've come awa withoot it.* 

* Consent ! Gude gracious ! Kate's aye blythe to 
get me oot o' her road ; she's maybe comin oot to 
hae a skeetch on the pond the nicht hersel. That's 
hoo I stand afiFected, ye see, an' nae consents aboot 
it,' quo Jamie, as he handed me a pair o* his 
skeetchers. 

I made nae remarks, as there was nae use in me 
explainin a* the oots an* ins o* the secrets o' married 
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life to him ; 'deed no, he'll learn a' about that in 
gude time, if he an s wife be spared. We put aff 
nae time until we reached the skqetchin pond, on 
reachin which we found a lot o' ither folk, baith big 
an' sma, a' bent on gettin as muckle fun in as short 
time as was possible. Jamie an' me got oor skeets 
strapped on, an' on to the ice we gaed. Nae suner 
had I begun than — 

* Oh ! look at Rantin Robin, you lads ; he can 
skeetch like a demon,' cried a bit brat o' a loon to 
his neebors, an' in a jifiFy there was aboot a dizen 
o' little rascals skeetchin ahint an' alangside o' me, 
an' ilka noo an' then some o' them gae me the 
benefit o' his advice or opinion on my efforts, some 
o' which were nane o' the maist flatterin. Hooever, 
roond aboot an' roond aboot we a' sailed, an' I 
couldna help frae admirin the performance o' some 
o' the wee rascals Some o' them at times garr'd 
my very heart dunt by comin scoorin straucht in 
front o' me, an' juist when I thocht I was sure to 
ging clash on my nose ower the tap o' them they 
would jink awa to the side sae neatly that I couldna 
refrain frae joinin in the universal gude humour 
displayed by ane an' a'. 

It has been said that time an' tide for nae man 
bide ; an' I land this to be sae wi' me, for darkness 
began to fa' before I weel kent whaur I was. I 
mentioned to Jamie, as we gaed scuddin alang 
amang the merry thrang, that 1 was bidden no bide 
lang, and that it was time I was at hame. 
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* Gae awa, min, Robin ; what needs ye care aboot 
gaen sae sune. It's no ilka day that ye're on the 
skeetchin pond ! Go at it, Robin, an' we'll baith 
ging hame thegither.* 

* Ay, go at it, Robin ; keep the pottie boilin,' 
cried a wee bit loonie, as he gaed spoolin alang in 
front o' Jamie an' me, an' we were nane o' the 
slowest, I can tell ye. As we were a' gaen at it at 
oor hardest, some ane cried, * Hi, Robin, yonder's 
Marget lookin for ye ! ' 

* So it is, an' oor Kate wi' her ! ' cried Jamie. I 
tried to look to see if Marget was angry like, an' in 
daen sae my feet seemed to slide awa, leavin my 
body ahint, an' I sat doon on the ice wi' sic a jerk 
that it seemed to me as if my very heels had been 
driven oot through the croon o' my heid. * Gude 
gracious ! ' said Jamie, as he cam tumlin on the 
tap o' me, closely followed by a wheen wee callants 
a' yellin an* lauchin as gin their happiness was 
complete. *0, sic a lark!' cried ae wee smatchet, 
as he fell richt on the croon o' my hat, which had 
flown aff when I fell, an' there he sat, crushin my 
gude hat oot o' a' shape, scream in an' lauchin as gin 
he never had seen sic fun afore. 

* I 'sure ye ! ye micht think black burnin shame 
o' yersel, to be seen rowin an' tumlin there amang 
a puckle bairns ! ' I heard Marget cry, when the 
din on the pond had subsided a wee. 

' Wha dae ye ca' bairns ? ' cried the wee chap 
wha had been sittin' on the tap o' my hat, as he 
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took a penny timmer pipe frae his pouch an* began 
to try to smoke like an auld ane. 

* Wha dae I ca' bairns, ye imperent wratch that 
ye are ! Tm thinkin, gin I had onything to dae 
wi' ye, I would let ye ken that ; for I would gie ye 
a guid skelpin ! * cried Marget. 

This seemed to hae a startling effect on a' the 
young loons, for they instantly began to * Hoo' at 
Marget, an' some o' them flang a snawba at her, 
which lichted on her neck an' ran doon her back. 
I had gotten frae aneath the ither skeeters by this 
time, an', as I sat on the ice lowsin Jamie's 
skeetchers aff my feet, I cried, * Nane o' that 
nonsense, you lads ; that's my gudewife, an' I'll no 
see her abused by ony ane.' 

Some o' the loons declared that * it was a dirty 
shame to meddle wi' Marget;' but the wee chap 
wha had sat on my hat cried, * Yea ! dae ye think 
she's to offer to skelp me } ' 

* Gae 'wa, min, or I'll gie you one,' quo ane o' 
the ither loons, as he lifted his hand in a threatenin 
manner. 

* Come, noo, 'gree lads, an' nane o' yer fechtin.' 
I said, as I got up on my feet. I handed Jamie 
his skeetchers, an' gaed my wa's to whaur Marget an' 
Jamie's Kate were standin. 

* What on a' the face o' the earth dae ye want 
here, Marget.^' I asked. 

* Od, Robin, I tried to prevent her comin oot, 
but she would na hear me ava,' said Kate. 
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*A bonnie like set o*t, when a puir dune woman 
like me has to come awa wanderin oot here, an' 
find an' auld fule like you ploiterin an' wallopin aboot 
amang a puckle bairns ; but I 'sure ye — ' began 
Marget ; but she was interrupted by Jamie cryin, 
* Come awa*, Kate ; there's nae use standin a' nicht 
bletherin there.' 

* I'll go an' get some fun on the ice mysel, an' 
ye'll see Marget hame a' richt, Robin,* quo Jamie's 
wife, as she tripped awa to let Jamie fix her skeets 
on. 

* Come awa', Marget, for I dae believe ye've 
gotten yer death o' cauld,' quo I, as I held my 
arm to let her lean on me. 

* Himph ! Ye would be weel rid o' me, I 'sure 
ye,' quo Marget, as she began to wend her way 
hame, an' aye tryin to baud as far frae me as she 
could. Princie, puir chiel, could easily see that 
Marget wasna just a'thegither weel pleased, an' he 
kept close to my heel, wi* his lugs an* tail doon, 
real waesome like. At length, we reached oor ain 
door, an' Marget's fingers were sae tibitless wi* the 
cauld that she could hardly tak the key o' the door 
frae her pouch. I tried to help her by takin haud 
o' the tail o* her goon, sae the access to her pouch 
micht be made mair easy, but she drave me ootowre 
as gin I'd been a pickpocket An' there I juist stood 
on the dark slairheid until Marget had scuttered as 
lang in gettin the key an' openin the door as I 
could hae dune the job a dizen o' times ower. 
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Hooever. I said naething, but followed her into 
the hoose wi' as little din as possible. Marget took 
aff her bonnet and shawl, an* flang them on the 
drawers- heid as gin she were to need them nae 
mair, an' set hersel in her chair, wi' a lang saich. 
I screwed up the licht o* the lamp, sae that I micht 
clearly see Marget, an', * Ye'U juist be perishin o' 
cauld,' I ventured to observe. 

* Ging ootowre frae my clean fireside, ye useless 
foongil,* was a the reply I got frae Marget, as she 
cam doon on the back o' Princie wi' ane o' her 
carpet shoon, as he was in the act o* warm in his 
nose at the fire. 

Princie made haste to hide himsel below my 
stule, an' I seated mysel at the opposite cheek o' 
the fire to wait the abatin o' the storm o* Marget's 
temper. I had sitten thus as lang's I was juist 
takin my second pinch o' snuff, when a' at ance 
Marget gripped her jaw-bane on the left side wi' 
baith her hands, an' began to boo hersel up an' 
doon in her chair as gin she were in mortal agony. 

* Is't the toothache, Marget, that's the matter 
wi' ye .^ ' I speir'd, but she only began to cry, 
' Um, ah! oh! it's a' your blame,' in a maist piteous 
tone ; an' when I offered to tak aff her shoon, sae 
that she micht get her feet richt warmed, she began 
to daud her heels on the hearthstane as gin she'd 
gane clean demented, an' the * Um's ' and ' Oh's ' 
becam looder than ever. 

To my intense relief oor doonstair neebor cam 
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up, an' * What was ye wantin, Marget; or was ye 
chappin on me ? ' quo she, as she cam into oor 
hoose. When she saw an' heard Marget, * Eh, 
woman, it's wi' gaen oot that ye've dune yersel. 
I 'sure ye, I can sympatheese wi' ye, for mony a 
turn like that I've haen,' quo she. * Oh, oh, dear 
me ! what will I dae ? ' cried Marget, as she writhed 
aboot in her chair. 

' Eh, ay, woman ; tick-dil-a roo is an awfu thing, 
but wait ye, Marget, .an' I'll rin doon for yon 
bottlie o' pain-killer, an' a gude rubbin wi' it'll sune 
mak ye a' richt ; ' an' wi' that oor neebor ran awa 
doon stairs. In nae time up she cam again wi' a 
wee bottle in her hand, some o' the contents 0' 
which she vigorously rubbed on Marget's jaw -bane. 
A fell sperge was then put on a bit flannen an' 
bound up Marget's chouks, her claes taen aff by oor 
neebor, an' then she was tucked up in bed as neat 
as ninepence. 

* Lie ye there noo, an' gin the pain grows waur 
ye can gar Robin gie yer cheek anither rub,' quo 
oor neebor, as she gae a finishin touch to the happin 
o' Marget. Syne, turnin to me, * Preserve me, Robin, 
ye're sittin there wi' a face on ye that micht spaen 
cats. Get awa to bed an' ye'll see Marget a' richt 
i' the mornin. But dinna neglect to rub on the 
pain-killer, for it's a grand cure ; ' an' wi' that oor 
neebor hade's gude nicht, an' awa she gaed. 

I scuttered aboot the hoose a while, gettin sticks 
an' coals set near the fire for mornin, an' sic like, an' 
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I then crept into bed too. I sune fell soond asleep, 
an' I never waukened till aucht o'clock neist mornin, 
an' the first thing I saw when I opened my een was 
Marget stan'in in front o' the lookin-gless rubbin the 
pain-killer on her jaw-bane like a' that. 

* Hoo are ye noo, Marget ; are ye ony better 
ava?' I anxiously speir*d. 

* Himph ! I micht be deid an' gane afore ye 
would seek to try to help me ; but this is what ye ve 
gien me wi' yer nonsense ! I 'sure ye, it sets a 
haverin auld fule like you to gang gallantin amang 
a puckle bairns, leavin a puir dune body like me to 
come trachlin ower the half o' the warld to bring 
ye hame. 'Deed ay, I may think a heip o' my 
gudeman ! ' she continued, in cuttin tones, as she 
seated hersel in her chair. 

By this time I had' got inside o* my duds, an' as 
I could plainly see that Marget's temper hadna as 
yet resumed the even tenor o' its way, I made nae 
reply, but began to get things in order, sae that a 
gude mornin cup should be presented to Marget 
withoot delay, in hopes that it at least micht please 
her. As I was thus engaged I heard some ane 
come runnin up oor stair, an' — 

* Losh preserve me, Marget ! I've gien ye the 
wrang bottle yestreen, cried oor neebor, as she burst 
in to oor hoose like's she was in a panic o' terror. 

* My gudeness, woman ! what's wrang wi' the 
bottle } ' cried Marget, as she hastily tore the daud 
0' flannen frae her heid. 
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* Great Peter! Ye're in for't noo, Marget, for 
instead o' pain-killer, this stuff's warranted to produce 
luxuriant whiskers and moustaches in a few days,' I 
cried, as I read the label on the bottle. 

* Eh ! I made a mistak ; that's oor Jock's stuff,' 
wailed oor neebor. 

* My gracious ! if I get a whisker I'll never be 
seen thiroot ony mair,' cried Marget, as she spat on 
the corner o' her wee shawlie an' rubbed her jaw-bane 
wi' muckle vigour. 

* Never mind, Marget ; I'll shave ye if the 
whisker grows,' quo I. 

* Bletherin ass that ye are, ye needna mak a fule 
o' a body. But feint a grain maen dae ye mak for 
ony o' my troubles. But, my gude gracious, what 
shall I dae ava if I get a whisker ! I 'sure ye, ye 
micht hae mair sense than bring yer trash here to 
pousion me,' cried Marget to baith oor neebor an' 
me. 

* There's nae fear o* ye bein pousion'd, Marget, 
wi' rubbin a tick o' that on yer cheek. 'Deed, no; 
it'll be a lang time till the deil dees at a dyke side! 
But that's a' the thanks I get for daein my best to 
mak ye better ! ' cried oor neebor, as she gaed oot, 
an' slammed oor door ahint her wi' sic a bang that 
oor very tea canister fell aff the mantelpiece wi' 
the dirl o't. 

* Did ye ever hear sic a brazen - faced randy ? ' 
cried Marget. 

* She's no weel pleased at ye.' 
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*'Himph! I think it's me that ocht to be angry, 
seein that Fm maybe disfigured for life ; but dae ye 
really think, Robin, that a whisker *ill grow?' anxiously 
speir'd Marget. 

* Od, I couldna tell ; but IVe heard tell o' ane o' 
thae bottles o* whisker - producin stuff bein let fa* 
on the pavement — the stuff was spilled — an' the 
hair grew on the stanes in spite o' twa men wha 
kept sweepin the place steady wi' besoms* 

' Oh, my gracious ! what am I to dae ? * cried 
Marget, as she got up an* looked in the lookin-gless 
to see gin there were ony sign o* a whisker comin. 

A few days are gane since that day, an* though 
Marget has nae whisker yet, she canna keep frae 
glowerin in the lookin-gless ilka noo an* then ; an* 
whether it*s the fear o* the whisker or something else 
that*s cured the temper an* toothache I canna tell, 
but there's been peace in oor hoose sin* syne. 



I 



A VISIT TO AUCHMITHIE 

'VE heard an auld proverb which says something 
like * The wilfu' man will hae his wey.' Weel 
noo, ye see, Fm fell sure it maun hae been some 

auld maid, or wife, wha first set that proverb afloat ; 

for gin I try to hae my ain wey wi* onything within 

oor door its juist the cause o* muckle din, an* I'm 

D 
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bound to surrender my ain wey o' ony plan in 
preference to Marget's gin I want to live in peace, 
an* prevent a terrific explosion o' temper. An' no 
only that, but I maunna say I was richt ava, though 
it's plain eneuch to me that Marget's wrang. Dinna 
ye begin to think, though, that Marget an' me's aye 
tirr - wirrin at ane anither. I'm sure no ; we aye 
get on peaceably eneuch ; an' though at an antrin 
time she's fell vexed at me, it's no lang till the 
storm blaws past, an' syne we're as thrang's ever. 

There was juist the ither week, for instance, 
Marget's fishwife cam in frae Auchmithie on Friday 
wi' a puckle codlins ; an', as Marget was trying to 
prig doon the price o' a saxpence ane to tippence, 
the woman said that she could na tak less than 
saxpence, an' it was only because Marget was an 
auld customer that the codlin could be gien for sae 
little siller. 

* I 'sure ye, ye needna ca* a saxpence " little 
siller " for a coddie like that ; it's ower dear, and I 
dinna think I'll meddle wi't,' answered Marget. 

* What's to hinder ye? I'm sure it'll be kitchen 
to ye a' the week. Come awa, noo sey, Marget; 
let's see a baud o' yer basin to lay't in, an' I'll mak 
it five an' a bawbee to ye.' 

* Na, na ; but gin ye like, I'll gie ye fourpence 
ha'penny for't' 

* I could na tak it, Marget, my dear ; but hae, 
look sey, my lamb, I'll juist mak it fivepence to y^ 
noo, an', as fact's ocht, I'm juist flingin't awa.' 
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* Na, na, it*s dear eneuch at four an' a bawbee, 
an* ni gie nae mair for*t/ 

* Weel, weel, my dear, ye*ll juist get it ; but I'm 
sure, Marget, gin it wasna that yeVe an auld frien 
ye would na get it' 

' Ow, 'deed ay ; it's lang sin' we were first 
acquaint/ 

* I'm sure it's that, my doo ; an' mony a time 
I've gotten a cup o' tea frae ye. But ye've never 
come ootby to see me for as often's ye've promised ' 

* Himph ! I doot I'm ower auld noo for comin 
sae far ; I would na be able.' 

* Gae 'wa wi' ye, an' no haver, my dear ; ye're nae 
aulder than me, an' I've carried that rip, fu' o' 
codlins, on my back frae't ; an' I'm sure gin ye 
tried it ye could come oot the morn brawly, for the 
road's gude the noo.' 

* Yea, yea ; but it would be ^^y muckle o' a 
trachle for me to travel oot an' in ; ay, it would be 
that' 

*Ye could come awa ^ty sune i' the mornin, an' 
syne ye would get a ride inby on Tam Smith's cart 
in the afternune. What say ye noo, my dear } ' 

* Ow, ay, that micht dae. What dae ye think 
aboot it, Robin ? ' 

' I'm sure Robin '11 hae nae objections, an' he 
micht come wi' ye. What dae ye say noo, Robin, 
my doo 1 Ye'll come oot wi' Marget the morn, 
willna ye } ' 

* Od, I would juist like Ai to come ootby the 
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morn's mornin wi* Marget ; but rm frichted that 
she michtna be fit for sic a jaunt/ 

* Ow, juist that, ye see ; gin it's me wha wants 
to ging ony wey, Robin's aye ready to fling obstacles 
in the road. But never ye mind ; gin the morn's 
mornin be gude I'll juist come oot — that's settled ! ' 

' Weel weel, then, Marget, my dear, I'll be 
lookin oot for ye aboot nine o'clock. Gie's a lift 
on wi' my rip noo, an' I'll haud yont the gait/ 

Wi' nae mair said, the creel was hoisted on to 
oor fishwife's back ; awa she gaed, an' Marget 
proceeded to clean her purchase. The day wore 
awa withoot onything oot o' ordinar happenin, only 
I noticed that Marget was unco snisty wi' me. But 
I gaed to bed feelin real sure that a nicht's sleep 
would bring Marget roond a' richt. 

I dinna ken gin it was owin to Marget haen 
dune a bit o' the codlin wi' its heid, an' boiled twa 
or three tatties til't, to oor supper, an' me haen laid 
in an' extra big share o't, but I was juist forfochten 
a' nicht wi' dreams aboot a lot o' codlins wha were 
stannin on their tails an' gapin their mous to let 
me pap het tatties oot the pot doon their throats, 
an' aye as I made ane play sunk into ane's mou 
it winked to me an' said, ' Good for you, Robin.' 
This being hoo I had been troubled, it was little 
marvel that I slept gey lang on Saturday mornin, 
an' less sae that I could hardly believe my ain een 
when I did wauken up. Ye see, when I kind o' 
half waukened 1 heard my lintie twitterin awa as 
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fine's ye like, an' in aboot half a second oor wag- 
at-the-wa warnished. As it's half -an -oor fast, I 
kent it was aboot time I was up, for atween the 
singing o' my lintie an' clock warnishin I kent it 
was near half eicht. I sat up in bed, gae my heid 
a claw, rubbed my een, an' then opened them. 
' My gudeness, Marget, is that you, or am I aye 
dreamin yet ? ' I cried, as I beheld Marget on the 
middle o' the floor wi' a' her Sunday claes on. * Is 
that you, woman ? ' I again cried, as I felt at the 
back o' the bed wi' ae hand, an' ance mair rubbed 
my een wi' the ither. 

* Ow, ay, it's juist me ! Himph ! some folk 
would sleep their heid saft afore they'd think o' 
risin.' 

'What's adae wi' ye that ye're buskit, or whaur 
are ye gaen sae early ? ' 

* Ow, ay, to be sure it maun be early 'cause ye're 
new waukened. It's half eicht o'clock ; 'deed ay, 

time a' decent body was in their be Hem, 

hem — I'm thinkin it's time ye were up, for I canna 
bide here a' day.' 

* But whaur are ye gaen } ' I cried, as I jumped 
into my breeks. 

* Sae weel's ye ken. Did ye no hear my fish- 
wife say she would be lookin for me aboot brakfast 
time.^ Himph! mony a ane speirs the road they ken.' 

* Gudeness, Marget, ye canna set oot for Auch- 
mithie yer lane ! Wait a meenit or twa juist, an' I'll 
come wi' you to kind o' tak care o' ye, ye ken.' 
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* O, ril tak care o* mysel brawly — nae fear o' 
me ; but ye can come oot the road an* meet me 
aboot five o'clock ; an' see that ye dinna mak a 
mess o* my fireside wi' ony o' yer caipers till I 
come back.' And wi' thae words Marget gaed oot 
the door, leavin me a kind o' half demented at the 
turn she'd taen. 

I looked oot at the weather, noticed that the 
road was bane dry wi' the previous nicht's frost, an' 
that the sky looked dull an' troubled like. 

' Himph ! it cheats me gin that woman doesna 
repent gaein awa sae far at this season,' I said to 
Princie, as I sat doon at the table to tak my brak 
fast, which Marget had made afore I waukened. 

Princie said naething, but he gae his bit tail a 
wag, an' a merry twinkle cam in's ee. and I kent 
brawly that he understood what I thocht. 

I took my solitary meal wi' a dowie feelin at 
my heart, laid aside the table wi' a' the dishes on 
the tap o't, an' sat doon on my stule to try an' put 
a patch on the soles o' Mistress Mowdiewort's carpet 
shoon. I wrocht sae earnestly that I took nae 
thocht o' onything till Marget's milkman cried up 
the stair, *Are ye no needin yer milk this mornin, 
Marget ? ' 

* Ay, ay ; hold on, an' I'll be wi' ye the noo ;' an' 
wi' that I oot the door an' doon the stair wi' ane 
o' the shoon in my hand. 

* Oh, that's you, Robin What's come o' the 
gudewife ; is she weel eneuch ? ' 
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' Ow, ay ; but she's aff to Auchmithie a whilie 
syne.' 

* Auchmithie ! Od, she's no fleyed ; an' it cheats 
me gin it's no to be on snaw. But what are ye 
to tak yer milk in ? ' 

* Eh ? O, I forgot ; but juist wait a wee an' 
I'll be at ye in ae tick.' An' as I spoke I darted 
in to cor passage an' up the stair for a mug. I 
didna keep the milkman waitin half a meenit until 
I was doon again, got the drap milk, an', 

* There, ye see. Robin, there goes the snaw, as 
I said,' quo the milkman, as I gae him his bawbee 
for the milk. An' there was nae mistak aboot it, 
for some fell big flauchins o' snaw began to gently 
settle doon on the dry pavement. 

When I gaed to the hoose I kentna weel whether 
to sit doon again to my wark or to set oot after 
Marget, to try an' fend her frae the snaw. Hooever, 
as she'd already been gane mair than an hour, an* 
therefore, as I thocht, buit be weel on for Auch- 
mithie, an' mindin that she'd only bidden me come 
to meet her, I reluctantly sat doon to mend the 
' carpets,' hopin that the snaw would be but a 
passin shower, an' that ere lang the sun would brak 
through an' melt it a' awa. My hopes in this, like 
those o' mony a wiser wicht, were doomed to be 
scattered to the wind, for as the day advanced the 
wilder it grew. For hours I sat juist on heckle 
pins ; but at last I could stand it nae langer, an' 
as ane o'clock chappit, I aff my stule, flang aff my 
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apron an' slippers, on wi' my shoon, coat, an' 
hat, an* wi' Princie at my heels I set oot to seek 
Marget, wi' the snaw driftin thick aboot my lugs. 
There was nae use in speirin at ony place near oor 
doors for ony information aboot Marget, sae Princie 
an' me took the nearest cut across the toon to the 
Auchmithie Road, an' were sune briskly steppin 
yont by the Seaton Gate. As I was passin it I met 
a bit fisher lassockie wi' a creelfu' o* buckies. 

* Are ye for a bawbee worth o' buckies, man ?' 
quo she. 

* No, my lassie. But did ye see an auld woman 
aboot Auchmithie afore ye cam awa.^' I speir'd. 

* Had she a shawl on an' a lang nose } ' 

* Imphim.' 

* An' heich shouthers, wi' a broon frock on.^' 

* Ay, ay, that's her ! ' 

* Weel, I saw her come into Nannie Swankie's 
sellin spunks an' bleck.' 

* Tach ! That's no her ava.' 

* Weel, tak a bawbee's worth o' buckies to help 
awa wi' them in this coorse day, to let me hame.' 

* Na, na, I dinna like them,' I cried, as I hurried 
on, leavin the lassie to baud on to Arbroath, whaur 
nae doot she'd gotten plenty customers. 

' Farer an' farer oot the road I gaed, wi' the 
wind batterin the snaw an' sleet aboot my chafts 
till my very teeth were like to fa' oot wi' chatterin 
on ither. At length Princie, wha had been prancin 
^Vi barkin in front Q* me, as we turned the corner 
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o' the Seaton Wood thocht things were lookin 
serious, an' wi* his lugs an*s bit stump o' a tail 
hingin doon, began to hing back an' look up in 
my face wheengin, as muckle's to say, * What's 
the fun o' gaun oot in a day like this ? ' At last 
we reached the village or toon o' Auchmithie, as 
some folk ca't, an' haudin straucht to Marget's fish- 
wife's hoose, I rapped on the door wi' trimlin 
hand ; for, as fact's ocht, I was like to drap doon, 
owin to the cauld wind gaen through me like a 
knife, an' the want o' my dinner ; forby, I had 
hardly taen ony brakfast 

My rap brocht Marget's frien to the door; an', 
* Hae a care o' me, look sey, Robin ; what are ye 
daein here in a day like this, my dear ? ' quo she. 

Dichtin the drap frae my nose wi' the back o' 
my hand, * I've come oot for Marget,' I answered. 

* For Marget ! what would she dae here, my doo t ' 

* Is she no wi' ye, woman ? ' 

* I'm sure she's no that, sey ; she's mair sense 
than come frae hame in sic a day.' 

* Losh preserve me ! whaur can she hae gane ?* 

* I canna tell ye, I'm sure ; but come inbye, sey 
noo, an' warm yersel, for ye 're as blae aboot the 
face as can be.' An' as she spoke the woman took 
baud o' my arm an' pu'd me inside her hoose to 
the cheek o' her fire, an' pushed me doon on a 
chair. I was that sair dumfoondered at no findin 
Marget after comin sae far for her that I couldna 
rest, nor yet open my mou. I sat starin in the 
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fire in a half-bewildered state, tryin to form some 
conjecture as to whaur I would ging, or what I 
would dae neist, for some meenits, an* only becam 
conscious that I wasna at hame by the voice o' 
Marget's frien sayin, * Dae ye no hear me speakin, 
my dear ? Turn aboot to the table, sey, an* tak a 
drap warm tea, noo sey, an* some o* that gude 
skink, an* that'll help ye in the road again.* 

* Eh ! Oh. Tm no nane hungry ava, an* ' 

* Dinna haver, noo sey ; ye canna ging oot here 
withoot preeing something, sae juist begin noo!' 

* But whaur can Marget be ? She cam awa 
here lang afore brakfast time ' 

' Hoots ! there's nae fears o* her. My man doesna 
grow fleyed for me when I'm awa frae hame a 
whilie, an* what need ye tak up yer heid ; she'll be 
safe eneuch, I'll warrant ye Haste ye noo, look 
sey, an' no let yer tea grow cauld.' Thus admonished, 
I turned to the table an' began to tak the cheer 
sae kindly set before me as hurriedly as I could, sae 
that I micht again set oot in quest o' my lost 
gude wife. 

I was juist puttin a spunefu o' the skink in my 
mou when I heard Princie, wha I had noticed 
creepin in below a press, get oot wi' an awfu squeal, 
an* oot he cam, yellin like mad, wi' a big hen, as 
I thocht, in's mou 

Nae suner did this happen than the woman 
seized up the besom frae the fireside, an'. * Let alane 
my goo-maw, ye nesty thief that ye are, sey!* she 
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cried, as she flang the besom at Princie wi' a' her 
micht. Tm sure gin he'd gotten the stroke it 
would hae fell'd him deid ; but, as luck would hae 
't, the besom lichted on the gullmaw's tail, an' it 
let go its haud o' Princie's nose to see what was 
adae. Princie, puir brute, lost nae time till he was 
oot the hoose an' rubbin his nose amang the snaw 
to ease the pain o't. I made haste to put on my 
hat an' rin oot after Princie, to see gin he was sair 
hurt ; an' when I spoke to him he lifted his nose 
oot o' the snaw to look in my face, an' I was wae 
to see that it was as big's a gude-sized ingin, it was 
sae sair swelled. * Puir laddie, that's a gey sair 
nosey ye hae gotten,' I said as I bent doon, took 
Princie's heid atween my hands, an' examined his 
nose minutely. The words were hardly oot o' my 
mou when I got a sunk i' the lug wi' a snawba', an' 
a voice cried> * Tak that, noo sey, for latin yer dog 
tak my goo-maw.' 

I looked, an' beheld a little rascal that I'd seen 
i' the hoose busy makin anither snawba*. 

'Ye young scoondrel that ye are, would ye daur 
to pap yer snawba's at me f I cried, as I darted 
towards the vaig. He flang his ither ba' at me wi' 
sic a gude aim that he ca'd aff my hat, an' syne he 
turned an' ran. My hat, bein blawn by the win', 
gaed rowin after the loon, an' Princie an' me followed 
in hot haste. I could notice as we a' ran that the 
wee rascal's sark tail was hingin oot at the back o' 
his breeks a fell daud, an' this seemed to attract 
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knocked on the door, which was opened by oor 
milkman himsel. 

* Preserve a' body, Robin, what's wrang ava?' he 
cried on seein me. 

* I've come for Marget/ 

* Marget ? ' 

* Imphim/ 

* Gracious ! min, Robin, I drave her inby aboot 
one o'clock.' 

* Drave her in at that time o' day, an' me has the 
key in my pouch ! ' 

* Od, ay, min, Robin. I met her in the mornin 
comin in the Auchmithie Road, an' took her hame wi' 
me, as she was near deid wi' cauld, she said ; but the 
wife brocht her roond wi' a drap warm tea, an' syne 
I took her in, an' set her doon at the end o' the Loan. 
Come awa in to the fireside a meenit, an' warm yersel, 
for ye're shakin like a willow wand wi' cauld.' 

* Na, na ; gin Marget's been at hame sin' that 
time o' day, an' no gotten into the hoose, it's time 
I was there mysel, I'm thinkin. She'd never been 
sae far's Auchmithie ? ' 

* Ow, na. She turned back at the far awa corner 
o' the wood yonder.' 

* Himph ! Thank ye at ony rate for gien her a 
lift, an' I'll awa hame as fast's I can.' 

* Oh, weel, gude day to ye, Robin.' 

*Gude day, gude day; but it's been coorse eneuch 
to me,' I replied, an' aff Princie an' me cam. We 
soon reached oor ain biggin in the Loan, where I 
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got Marget in oor neebor's hoose, near deid wi' 
keepin her wrath at me oot o' sicht. But when 
I did put in my appearance, I can tell ye I did 
catch 't for bein sic a fule's think that she had sae 
little sense as haud on to Auchmithie in sic a day. 
But I got her up to oor ain hoose, lichted the fire, 
an' got the kettle forrit as quick's I could, an* by 
this means I managed to pacifee her a wee. But 
the warst o't a' was that she'd gotten a michty dose 
o' the cauld, an' ever sin' syne I've juist been trachled 
heatin bricks, rowin them in flannen, an' puttin them 
to her feet, an' makin het drinks to her, to see gin 
that would relieve her hoast ony. An', though there's 
been a lot o' bonnie days days sin' that time, feint a 
stap ootowre the door has Marget gotten, an' I'm 
aboot worn aff my feet attendin to her. 



1 



ROBIN IN GLASGOW 

T'S no aften that I ging frae hame, an' it wouldna 
need either, as ye'll nae doot think yersel when ye 
hear hoo I landed. Ae nicht, aboot four weeks 
syne, Marget an' me were sittin real cosh an' canty 
at the fireside, takin a drap gruel afore we gaed to 
oor bed, as we baith had a fell glint o' the cauld, 
owin, nae doot, to the plashy kin' o' weather that 
had been dingin on for some time. 
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Weel, ye see, as we thus sat a rap cam on the 
door. * Wha's there?' quo I, in a %^y bauld tone 
o' voice. 

* Whisht, it's some drunken vaig, Til warrant ye,' 
whispered Marget, *an' we're no to open the door 
this nicht again.' 

Again the intruder on oor peacefu' felicity rapped 
looder on the door than before, an' cried, * Open, 
Robin, man, you need not be frightened.' 

* Fleyed ! nae fear o' me ; but wha are ye, an' 
what dae ye want } ' 

* I want to see you an' my auntie Marget before 
I sail awa to America.' 

* Eh ! losh keep's a', open the door, Robin ; it's 
my brither Peter's son, the captain. Hae, min, set 
awa the bowls wi' the gruel ; haste ye. min, an' 
open the door, an' no keep folk stanin at it a' nicht' 

' Hooly, hooly, Marget,' quo I, * it's no i' my 
power to be at the back o' the door openin it an' 
be layin by the twa bowls baith at ae time.* 

I opened the door, an' in cam oor nephew Pate. 
He shook hands wi' me an' Marget, sayin, as he did 
sae, * How are you both getting along in this old 
galley of yours } Why, bless my heart, one would 
think you were afraid that some one might run away 
with you, that you have all your hatches battened 
down so. I thought I was not to get in at all. 
Was you asleep, Robin } ' 

*Na, it was ' 

* 'Deed, ye see, Peter, Robin's no very gleg o' 
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hearin noo-a-days, an* though I tauld him to open 
the door he didna ken what I said/ 

' Oh, I see/ quo Pate, an' he gae me a sly 
nudge i* the ribs wi' his elbow ; ' you will have 
your own bother with that, I believe, aunt,* an' Pate 
gae a bit wink to me, as muckje's to say, * I see 
through the thing, Robin/ 

Marget gae nae answer, but began speirin a' 
aboot when Pate was to sail, when he would be 
back, an' sic like. Pate gae her a' the oots an* ins 
o't, an' a' at ance he exclaimed, ' Bad luck to it ! 
haven't I made a downright mess of it ! ' 

* What is't ? ' quo Marget. 

* What is it ! why, I have a nice lot of tea for 
you, and a piece silk for a dress, besides a whole 
pound of snuff for uncle Robin, and I have sent 
the whole lot away to Glasgow in my sea-chest/ 

* Sic a pity ! ' quo Marget ; * I wouldna hae been 
sae muckle taen up aboot the tea, but the silk 
would hae been the very thing that I hae lang had 
a notion o'. Besides, my neist-door neebor. Mistress 
Mactavish, has gotten a mauve merino bit thing o' 
a goon, an* she's aye blawin aboot it to me ; but 
gin I had a silk goon, I'm thinkin I would cast her 
i' the shade/ 

* Don't cry over it, auntie ; I will make you all 

right yet, and enable you to leave Mistress Mactavish 

far enough in the shade, I bet. I'll tell you what, 

Robin, you will go to Glasgow with me to-morrow 

and bring home that dress piece of silk, and have a 

E ^ 
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look about you, too. We will have a jolly day in 
Glasgow. What say you, aunt?' 

* Tm no juist sae sure aboot lippenin Robin sae 
far 'im lane. But I micht ging mysel wi' ye.' 

* You go ! Oh, good gracious, hold your tongue ! 
The knocking about on the train would shake you 
to pieces. No, no, Robin will go,' quo Pate ; an' 
he looked at me wi' a sly twinkle in his ee, that 
plainly let me understand that I would get to Glesca 
neist day. 

Marget humphed an' haed aboot me gettin awa; 
but it was nae use, Pate fairly overpowered a' her 
scruples. Besides, I had nae doot that the bit silk 
goon helped me to get awa as muckle's onything 
else. 

Neist mornin Pate an' me set aff wi' the train, 
an' I can juist tell ye, gin I didna come safe hame 
it wasna for want o' bein weel tauld by Marget, 
afore I gaed awa, hoo to conduct mysel. 

We reached Glesca aboot eleven o'clock, an' we 
wandered up ae street an' doon anither, took a ride 
on a tramcar in some streets an' in a cab in ithers, 
till I began to think that Pate surely had gane clean 
gyte, an' that I would get mysel shakin oot o' ither 
wi' the jumpin oot an' in to thae kind o' things. 
At length, as it was beginnin to grow gloamin, 
Pate would hae nae na-say but I maun ging to 
a hotel an' bide a' nicht wi' him, sae that I micht 
see him sail neist day, an' get the silk an' things 
when he gaed on board. I tried ilka argument 
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on Pate that I could think o' in favour o' me gaen 
awa hame an' no bidin a* nicht; pictured oot in 
the maist glowin colours I could the reception I 
would get frae Marget gin I did bide ; but a* to 
nae purpose. 

' Marget ! ' quo Pate ; ' what's about her ! Man, 
Robin, lets just enjoy ourselves; never mind Marget. 
The silk will be a capital peace-offering ; when she 
sees it she won't say a word to you, old fellow.' 

I had nae help for't but juist to submit to Pate's 
will, sae to a hotel we gaed, an' were shown oor bedroom 
an' sittin - room The bed - roomie was juist a bit 
closet that was entered frae the ither room, an' as I 
was tired oot wi' rinnin aboot sae muckle, an' maybe 
wi' refreshin mysel ower often — for, I 'sure ye, Pate 
was sparing wi' neither meat nor drink on me — we 
screwed oot the gas an' gaed to oor bed. 

Hoo lang I sleepit I canna say, but I waukened 
up feelin as gin I had swallowed a paddock, an' it 
was waumlin aboot seekin oot at my mou again, an' 
as drouthy as I weel could be. I slipped oot o' the 
bed as cannily as I could, for fear o' waukenin Pate, 
an' haudin my twa hands oot as far's I could rax, I 
made for the bed -roomie door as fast's 1 could. I 
thocht I was sure to find it, as we had left it aboot 
half gaits open, but a' at ance my nose cam against 
the edge o't wi' sic a thud that my feet gaed oot 
aneath me, an' the sneck o't took me sic a skelp i' 
the ee as I fell on the floor that garr'd the fire flee 
oot o' baith my een wi* an awfu' vengeance. 
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* What row is that ? ' cried Pate oot below the 
blankets ; * where are you, Robin, or what's up with 
you ? ' 

*0h, dear me, Pate, this is an awfu' job! I aye 
kent that I had a lang nose, but I never thocht it 
was langer than my arm till the noo, an' I'm sure 
I've knocked it clean aff my face a'thegither.' 

Pate jumped oot o' bed, strack a licht, an' when 
he saw me sprawlin on the floor he couldna keep 
frae lauchin ; but when he saw my face he exclaimed, 
' My stars, Robin ! you have got your figurehead 
stove in ! ' 

* I kenna gin my heid be stove in or oot, but it's 
bizzin like's gin there was a bees' byke in't But 
let's awa to oor bed again. I wish I saw mysel 
safely planted on my stule at hame again ; it 
will be a clever ane that'll tak me awa frae the 
shoon-mendin on sic a fule's errand as this is, I'm 
thinkin.' 

We gaed to oor bed, but feint anither wink o' 
sleep got I that nicht, an' wi' the first styme o' 
day-licht we baith got up. When I looked i' the 
big lookin-gless at my face I hardly could believe 
that I saw my ain face ava. My nose was juist as 
like a lang blue kidney tattie as onything else, and 
my ee couldna be seen ava, only a big black lump 
was whaur it should hae been. ' Gude preserve me,' 
quo I, *hoo am I to present mysel afore Marget 
wi' that face ?' 

* I'm blest if I know,' quo Pate ; * but I think we 
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will go to some o' those doctor chaps and see if 
they can mend you up a bit, Robin/ 

Sae aff we set, an' we were lucky eneuch to get 
the doctor i* the first hoose that we ca'd at. He 
examined my nose an' ee. * Nasal organ severely 
contused/ quo he, * and right eye obliterated at 
present. How did this happen ? ' 

* Been in collision,' quo Pate. 

' Well, go along to the Infirmary in Berkeley 
Street, and get repairs,' quo the body, an' he gae me 
a bit line in my hand, an' showed Pate an' me to his 
door afore we hardly kent what we were aboot. 

* Here's a rum go,* quo Pate ; * but we will go 
along to Berkeley Street, and see what can be done. 
Come, Robin, crowd on all sail, for I must be on 
board ship.' 

We held awa yont to the door o' the Infirmary. 
Pate rang the bell, an' in a jiffy a tidy little damey 
opened the door an' speir'd what we wanted. Pate 
tauld oor errand, an' gae her the line. We were taen 
into a big room wi' a lot o' forms in't, like's gin't 
were a schule, an' tauld to wait there till the doctor 
cam. We sat doon, an' spak awa to each ither in 
whispers, for an awfu feelin o' dread had begun to 
creep ower me. I had never been in an Infirmary 
afore, an' the very name o't suggested to my mind 
a' that was horrible. By an' by a fell lot o' ither 
folk began to come in beside's, an' I noticed that 
maist o' them were women. In a short time a door 
in ane o' the sides o' the room opened, an' a' the 
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to sympatheese wi' ithers ; an* sune I was sittin at 
the gude fire crackin awa as croose as ye like. 
Aboot sax o'clock 1 gae a bit gaunt or twa, an' 
ane o' the chaps at the fire said, * Sure, yez will 
be wearyin for yer tay.' 

* Dae ye get ony tea here ? ' 

* Sure ye do, an' pancakes an' two eggs to it, 
too.' 

* Dinna ye try it on.' quo I. * Mair likely yell 
hae to tak a drink o' water an' grow fat on that;' 
an' a' the chiels roond the fire lauched. 

' But yez do get tay,' quo the auld chap to me 
again. 

* Dae ye, though ? ' 

* Yez do. but yez don't get' the pancakes nor 
eggs ; juist tay an' butter an' bread. 

* I wish I had a grip o't,' quo I. 
*Yez will get tay at siven.' 

At seven o'clock 1 heard a whistle blaw, an' my 
frien said, * Come inover to the table an' take yer 
sate ; there's the whistle for tay.' 

1 got up frae the fireside an' sat doon neist to 
him at the table. Some o' the ithers sat doon, an' 
twa o' them gaed oot the room an' cam back in a 
jiffy, ane wi' a big tray wi' thick slices o' loaf on't, 
an' they were spread wi' butter ; the ither had a 
tray wi' the tea in big jugs on't. A slice o' bread 
an' a jug o' tea was gien to ilka ane o's. I drank 
a' my tea, but I wasna able to eat a' my bread, as 
the slice was nane o' yer genteel anes — I heard a 
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mason chiel ca't a doorstap; but I wot it was a sonsy 
slice. After tea, we joked awa, sittin aboot the 
room, till aboot aucht o'clock, when the nurse cam 
in an' bathed the een o' a puckle o' us. As she 
was daein this she said to me, ' You can get to bed 
now, if you please. O, by the bye, you have to get 
your bath yet.' 

* Bath,' quo I ; * hae I to tak that > ' 
' Well, it's the rules of the house.' 

* A' richt, mem ; I'm ready to obey them. Whaur 
dae I bathe } ' I was conducted by a chiel into 
C Ward, whaur he showed me the door o' the 
bathroom. I at ance gaed in, an' as the water was 
in the bath, 1 stripped an' floundered intil't, garrin 
the het water splash in a' directions. I sune got 
cot, put on my sark an' breeks, an' liftin the rest 
of my claes i' my oxter, I gaed into the ward again. 
There were frae saxteen to auchteen beds, an' ane 
0' them was pointed oot to me as mine. I sat 
doon on the chair at the bedside an' took a survey 
0' the place. Maist o' my mates i' the day-room 
were gaen aboot the ward — some, I understood, 
slept in anither ward farer up the stair — an' there 
was a fell lot i' their beds that I hadna seen i' the 
day-room. The beds an* a' the place looked as 
clean an' cheerfu* as ane could expect. In a short 
time the nurse cam an' gae ilka ane their medicine, 
an' gin nine o'clock we were a' in bed. 

Neist mornin at seven we — that's to say, a' that 
werna kept in bed — ^got up, an' we made oor beds. 
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Some, I could see, werna very gude at this, but, 
thanks to Marget's learnin, I made up mine as tidy 
as could be ; then to the bathroom I gaed wi' ither 
three chiels, an' gae my face a wash, an* syne we 
made for the day-room again. Aboot half-nine the 
whistle was heard again, an' we a' took oor places 
at the table. Sune the same twa chaps cam in wi' 
the big trays, wi' bowls o' parritch wi* milk on the 
tap o' them. Ilka ane got his bowl an* a spune, 
an' began at ance. The parritch were gude, an' I 
sune cleaned oot my dish, an' syne made wey to 
get ootowre frae the table, when my mate frae the 
Green Isle said : 

'Where are yez goin widout yer breakfast?' 

* I've gotten my brakfast, man.' 

' No, yez haven't ; wait till yez get yer tay.' 

* Tea ! dae ye get tea yet ? I dinna want ony tea.' 

* Never mind, just sit down and take yer tay wi' 
the rest.* quo he. An* doon I sat. The twa chiels 
gathered up the toom bowls an* spunes, carried 
them oot, an* sune cam back wi* a jugfu* o* tea an' 
half a slice o* loaf an' butter to ilka ane o's. Thocht 
I to mysel, gin this be the ^yey o't in Infirmaries, I 
wish Marget an' me were in ane for the rest o' oor 
days. 

The brakfast ower, we were a' inspected by the 
hoose doctor. Some got some kind o' stuff put i' 
their een, an* ithers didna. Syne some played at 
draughts, some sat an* cracked wi* ithers, an* some 
gaed doon to the back-yard to get a smoke o' the 
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pipe — nae a snuffer was there but mysel — ^an' thus 
the forenoon was wiled awa. 

Ane o'clock cam ; again we heard the whistle, 
an' again we a' sat roond the table. In the big 
bowls were brocht again, but, instead o' parritch, 
they were fu' o' gude kail. We stuck into them, 
some suppin a* their share, ithers leavin some. When 
the bowls were taen awa I was surprised to see 
'the waiters' lay a knife an' fork doon to maist 
o's; an' I noticed that the chaps that were blind 
had kept their spunes. Then there was brocht in 
a plate wi' a fell bit beef an' some tatties to ilka 
ane o's. The blind lads had their beef cut doon 
afore it cam, an' they lifted it wi' their spunes. This 
was the daily fare a' the time I was there, wi' the 
exception o' Wednesday an' Friday. On the first- 
named day the dinner was pea-soup, wi' .stewed beef 
an' tatties, an' on Friday it was rice, wi' fish an' 
bread after't. 

We had twa preachin's on Sunday, an' on Monday 
three young lassies cam into the ward an' sang 
hymns, an' prayed wi' some o' the lads that were 
in their beds, an' there were ither visitors besides. 
Weel, afore I could hardly believe't, a week had 
fled awa, an' my nose an' ee had begun to look 
near as weel as when I left Arbroath. As we were 
a' sittin i' the day -room roond the fire, ane o' the 
patients cam ben frae the ward wi' a newspaper 
an' sat doon. Ilka ane began to speir gin there 
was ony news, an' different items o' news were read 
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an' the merits o* them discussed. At length he 
read oot : 

Mysterious Disappearance of a Shoemaker from 
Arbroath. — We regret to learn that our townsman, Rantin 
Robin, has not yet been heard of. It is now supposed that he 
has fallen into the Clyde and been drowned, as the last trace that 
can be found of him is that he slept in an hotel along with a ship 
captain in Glasgow, about a week since. The landlord of the hotel 
informed the police that he thought the sailor and his bedfellow had 
quarrelled, as he heard a great disturbance in their bedroom on the 
night, and in* the morning he observed the faces of his lodgers very 
much disfigured. Much sympathy is felt for the widow of the 
deceased gentleman. 

When I heard this bit o' news I sat an' glower'd 
at the reader, an' couldna speak ava. 

' What's wrang wi' ye, Arbroath } * quo the chiel 
— they aye ca'd me * Arbroath.' 

Still I stared, till ane o' the lads gae me a skelp 
on the back, sayin, ' Wauken up, man, what's wrang ? ' 

* R-e a-d that again to me,' quo I. The news 
was read ower again, an', * Dae ye ken this ** Rantin 
Robin ? " ' quo the reader. 

* Imphim ! I dae that, an' 1 maun ging oot here 
at aince.' 

I socht oot the doctor, tauld him my story, an' 
socht awa. He lauched, an' gae me leave to ging. 
I ran back to the day-room, shook hands wi' my 
comrades there, and though my heart was sair to 
leave them a' — in fac', some o's shed tears as we 
parted — I thocht on puir Marget at hame, an' 
hurried awa frae the place whaur I had experienced 
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naething but kindness frae ane an* a*. I sune reached 
Buchanan Street Station an* got into a carriage, an' 
in little time was drivin hameward as fast as the 
steam horse would tak me. V^ hen I reached my 
ain hame I slipped cannily up the stair an* gently 
opened the door. There, by the ingle neuk, sat 
my ain Marget. She looked up when she heard 
the door openin, an* when she saw me she got up 
to her feet, an* wi* a scream o* delight she flew an* 
grippit me roond the neck. I held her i' my arms, 
an' 1 preed her mou wi* as muckle gudewill as I 
used to dae five-an*-forty years ago. When she cam 
to hersel a wee, * Whaur hae ye been a* this time.?* 
she speir*d. 

* I was gettin my na.sal organ mended.* 

* Organ ! What use hae ye for ony sic things as 
organs, I would like to ken } Ye hae been the 
death o* me wi* yer organs ! It would set ye a 
hauntle better to bide at hame, an* let organs alane.* 

* It was my nose, Marget, an* my ee.* 

* Yer nose an* yer ee ! What needs ye tell me 
yer lees then aboot organs ! * 

*Tuts, Marget, yer nose is an organ.* 

' My nose is naething o* the kind. It*s as gude 

as ony ither body*s.* 

*0w, weel, we*ll say nae mair aboot it. But hoo 

dae ye like yer silk dress that Pate sent ye } * 

* Speak na to me aboot silk dresses ; it*ll be awa 
wi* that organ ye hae been awa mendin. Parcel o* 
ill-daein whelps that ye are!' 
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* Dog on't, Marget, what dae ye mean ? Dae ye 
mean to tell me that Pate didna send ye the dress ? ' 

* Himph ! I'm sure no ! You an' he hae been 
haudin a ^^y week o't, Til warrant, an' me an* the 
dress an' a' hae been little thocht o' ! * 

I tauld Marget as weel's she would let me a' 
aboot my bein mischieved i' the hotel, an* whaur Td 
been a' the week, as weel as aboot Pate gaen awa 
frae me an' promisin to send the silk dress an' a 
letter wi't, an' by an' by she began to think that 
Pate an' me were no juist the warst o' bodies after 
a'. Sae we juist agreed to wait till Pate's return to 
see gin he had forgotten to send the silk after he 
had gane on board his ship. But the matter has 
noo been explained, as we hae gotten a letter this 
very mornin frae Pate, wi' a grand silk hankie in't, 
a' the way frae America. He hopes that Marget 
will wear the hankie aboot her neck for his sake, an' 
that she has got her dress made an' been able to 
blaw oot Mistress Mactavish. He says in his letter 
that he had nae time to ging to the Post Office wi' 
the parcel, sae he gae a chiel half-a- croon to ging^ 
to the post wi' it. 

When I read ower Pate's kind letter to Marget 
she grat ; but whether she was greetin at the kind- 
ness o' Pate in sendin the silk hankie, or at the loss 
o' the silk goon — that had nae doot been stolen by 
that vaig o' a chiel — I shall no pretend to say, an* 
I'm ge^y sure Marget winna tell. 
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ROBIN LOSES MARGET 

SOMEBODY or ither has said that * the troubles 
that afflict the just in number many be/ an' I hae 
juist experienced the truth o' that for a lang time 
noo. No that I consider, or would even hint, that 
Tm ane o' the just, or even the smaest pinch o' 
the saut o' the earth. Na, na ; far be sic a notion 
frae my noddle ! But, ye see, when a body's tryin 
to dae their very best in this warld, an' meets wi' 
little else than grumlin an' growlin, granes aboot 
sorrows that they canna see, an' complaints aboot 
pains which they dinna feel, it's nae wonder that 
they begin to feel they're no ower weel used, an' 
that surely there maun be something agley either 
wi' themsels or their surroundins. This has juist 
been the case wi' me for a gude wheen weeks 
bygane. 

Ye see, since Marget an' oor neebor wife made 
a pley, a while syne, there's been nae pleasure nor 
peace in oor house ; an' up to last Saturday nicht 
Marget has dune feint a thing but find fauts, baith 
wi' the hoose, oor neebor wife, an' me too ; dae my 
best to please her, it was a' the same. It was juist 
nip-lug fairly wi' her ! But, as they say, * its darkest 
aye afore the dawn,' an' sae it turned oot wi' oor 
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folk. Ye see, on Sunday the rheunns had taen a 
fell haud o' Marget, an' she was extraordinar ill 
pleased aboot something or ither, at least it seemed 
sae to nie, for I could hardly open my mou withoot 
being like to get my nose taen aff. Hooever, the 
day wore slowly past, an* i' the gloamin, thinkin to 
cheer Marget up a wee, I began to read the births, 
marriages, an' deaths i' the Guide heich oot. 

I read ower a' the births an' the marriages with- 
oot Marget sayin ae cheip aboot them. Syne I 
read ower the list o' them wha had got dune wi' 
their troubles here, an\ as there was nae notice taen 
even o' them by Marget, I laid doon the Guide wi' 
a sigh o' resignation, an' remarked, * Ow, ay, puir 
stocks, they a' hae had their share o' this warld's 
cares an' trials, but noo they rest frae a' their labours.' 

* 'Deed ay. I'm sure I hae muckle need to be 
relieved o' my pains, an' to be a kind o' oot o' folk's 
road, for there's no ae grain pleasure for me in this 
hoose ava,' answered Marget, as she dichted her een 
wi' the corner o* her shawlie. 

* Hoots, woman, ye needna begin to let doon yer 
heart. There's mony an auld stock would be blythe 
to be sae weel set on's ye are. Keep up yer heart, 
Marget, for as ane said wha kent what it was to hae 
his back at the wa' : 

The heart's aye the part aye 
That maks us richt or wrang. 

Think o* that, Maggie, my lass, an' cheer up,' quo 
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I, as I took a look roond the hoose to see gin 
Marget was hintin that Td forgotten to dae onything 
she had been tellin me to dae. 

* Ow, its braw an* easy for you to crack aboot 
cheerin up ; an' ye needna be telHn me aboot the 
heart being the thing that maks a body richt ; I ken 
that bit o' the Scriptur, Robin, juist as weel's you ; 
but wha could hae a heart ava when they're aye in 
sic a predicament as I am, I would like to ken?' 
quo Marget. 

* Weel, I'm sure I can dae nae mair than I'm 
daen, sae ye needna grumle at me.' 

* Na, na, I maunna say that there's ocht wrang wi' 
me, I 'sure ye. There's nae maen made for me, e'en 
though I'm hardly able to put ae fit past the ither ; 
but I wot ye '11 be weel rid o' me when I wear awa,' 
wailed Marget, as she again applied the corner o' 
her shawlie to her een. 

* Himph ! Ye'll maybe see me awa afore ye 
yet, for a' that. It's no aye the frailest ship that 
gings first ashore, Marget' 

I kenna whether I had convinced Marget o' the 
fulishness o' her ideas, but she made nae remark 
on that or ony ither subject, but juist sat wi' a look o' 
deepest misery on her coontenance, dichtin her een 
ilka noo an' than. 1 sat a fell whilie wonderin what 
I'd say or dae, an' at length — * Will I ging an' mak 
a drap gruel to oor supper, Marget } ' I speir'd, 
in as gentle a tone as I could command. 

* Please yersel,' sighed she. Of coorse I kent 

F 
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brawly that Marget meant me to male the gruel; 
sae, withoot mair adae. I gaed an* got the wee 
goblet, put in water, a wee knoit butter, an* a tick 
meal. An* as I thocht that a wee hair o* pepper 
would help to gie the gruel a gude flavour, I opened 
ane o* the wee bits o* pockies that had been brocht 
by Marget on the Saturday frae the Sosh an* put in 
a grain o* its contents. I carefully made the gruel, 
an* didna let ae drap boil ower i' the fire ; syne I 
poured it in twa wee bowls, synded oot the goblet, 
got oot twa spunes, an — 

* Hae noo, Marget ; there *s a drap gruel that'll 
dae yer very heart gude,* quo I. 

* Hech ! dear me!* sighed Marget, as she made 
mauchts to tak the bowl an* spune frae me. 

I took my bowl an* spune an* began to sup. At 
the first spunefu I put in my mou I kent that some- 
thing was wrang wi* that same gruel, for it had the 
maist unpleasant taste that onybody could imagine; 
but I was determined no to say ae word aboot it, 
sae I supped awa, an* never th rawed my face, whilst 
Marget sat steerin an* ploiterin in her dish wi' her 
spune — to cool the gruel, ye ken. When 1 had 
my share aboot dune, Marget took a preein o* hers. 
She had nae suner dune sae than she garr*d the 
contents o* her mou skite on the hearthstane. She 
looked at the spune roond an* roond, an' syne took 
anither taste. 

* Feich ! feich ! Losh preserve me ! What dae 
ye mean, Robin } Surely ye dinna intend to 
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pousion me ? ' cried Marget, as she garr*d the 
taste o' the gruel she'd taen splatter ower the leg 
o' my breeks. 

What's adae wi' ye ?' quo I ; though, truth to tell, 
gin this time I fand the gruel in my stamack 
makin frantic efforts to escape oot at my mou. 

* What's adae wi' me ? What's adae wi' that 
gruel ? That's what I would like to ken,* wrathfully 
cried Marget 

* What could ail the gruel neist ! Feint a thing 
pleases ye that I can try ! The gruel's as gude as 

ever I tas Eh me ! I'm growin as sick's a dog, 

an' — sure — ly there's some — thing — wrang — Eh — oh 
— ^ah — Mar — get — I'm a — wa' wi't!' An' wi' that 
I garr'd the gruel flee in a' directions. 

What Marget said pr what exactly she did I canna 
tell, but I'm gey sure I hinna seen her sae nimbly 
rinnin here an' there through the hoose for mony a 
day. She bathed my temples wi' water, spak to me 
as couth ily as ever she could, an' in a while I a kind 
o' cam roond a wee. But, eh sirs! I was in an 
unco waumish state. 

I sat a while haudin my broo an' pechin like an 
auld ane, when — * Dae ye think ye would lie doon 
abune the bed a wee, to see gin ye would be ony 
better, Robin,' kindly speir'd Marget. 

* Hech, sirs ! the life's clean oot o' me, an' I 
dinna believe that I could move.' 

* Come awa, like a man, an' I'll tak yer arm,' 
quo Marget, as she put her arm in below my oxter. 
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I made a sprachle to get up, but, owin to being 
kind o' half sick, an' Marget pu'in at me, awa gaed 
the chair I was sittin on frae aneath me, an* I gaed 
skloit on the floor, an* Marget rowed ower the tap 
o* me in a vain effort to keep me up. 

* Dear me ! dear me ! Did ever I live in a 
hoose like this ! We micht baith be deid, an* feint 
a neebor would come to e*en speir hoo ye were!' 
wailed Marget, as she gathered hersel up aff the 
floor. 

Wi* a great effort I managed to tak aff my claes 
an' crawl inowre the bed, whaur I lay in an awfu 
dwamish state — kind o* half sleepin, half wauken. 
Marget pottered aboot, cleanin up ae thing or 
anither, for a gude while ; an* haein got the hoose 
put to her mind, she gaed awa an* began to arrange 
her bits o* errands that she had in the press, puttin 
the tea into the caddie, an* sic like. She hadna 
been mony seconds in the press when — ' Tm sayin, 
min, are ye sleepin } * she cried. 

* No,* I graned. 

* Did ye meddle wi* my messages in the press 
here ? * again speir*d Marget, in a tone that near 
made me a heip waur. 

* I juist took a hair o* pepper oot o' ane,' I saiched. 

* Pepper! I kenna what's i* yer heid ! Ye*ll gar 
me throw awa my siller on that dirt o* snuff, an' 
syne ye*ll ging an* try to pousion me wi*t! Ye've 
gane an' put yer snuff amang the gruel. That's 
what ye hae dune.' 
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' Hae I though ? It's a pity I hae spoiled my 
snuff/ I graned in reply. 

• Himph ! juist that; talc care o' yer snuff! Nae 
matter though I had been pousioned. But, weel I 
wot, ye're real cheap o' a' ye hae gotten. I mak 
nae maen for ye ! ' wrathfully cried Marget. 

I turned my face to the wa', an' wi' a sigh o' 
resignation I dovered ower asleep. But, though I 
slept, I was juist in an unco steer. First ae dream 
an' syne anither chased ither through my brain, until 
at last I thocht that a chiel had run awa wi' Marget 
to America, an' that I was chasin them baith ower 
the tap o' the Rocky Mountains. I thocht that I 
was juist stretchin oot my twa hands to grip the 
vaig, when a' at ance he turned aboot an' gae me 
sic a dunt on the nose wi' Marget's muff that heels 
ower heid I walloped into the Falls o' Niagara. The 
soond o' the rumlin an' tumlin Falls seemed to 
bring me to mysel. I opened my een, an' there on 
my breist sat Marget's tam cat, pur, purrin awa like 
a' that. I keeked ootowre the bed, an' there, on 
the hearthrug, lay Princie, wi' his tail curled roond 
his nose, as gin he were the contented'st dog alive ; a 
gude red fire was burnin i' the grate, an'' a wee blink 
0' licht frae the weel screwed doon lamp gae the 
hoose a maist comfortable look. I felt sure that I 
hadna been lang asleep when a' aboot the hoose was 
sae cheery like ; but on castin my een on the face 
0* oor wag-at-the-wa', I was mair than surprised to 
see the hands o't pointin to half-past four. I gae 
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my heid a claw, an* squeezed my nose, to male sure 
that I was wauken, an* that a* I saw wasna a con- 
tinuation o* my dreams. But no! I was wauken 
richt eneuch ! I looked to the back o* the bed to 
see gin Marget was sleepin, but feint a Marget was 
there ! I rubbed my een, looked ootowre the bed 
again, fand ower a* the bed, vainly expectin to find 
some trace o' my gudewife ; but it wouldna a' dae. 
No ae sign o* her could I fa* in wi* ! 

' Humph ! Near five o'clock i* the mornin, an' 
Marget neither in bed nor oot o't that I can see. 
There's something wrang,* I muttered, as I slippit 
into my breeks. I gaed ben to my wark placie an' 
struck a spunk, to see gin Marget was there ; but 
no, feint a bit o' her could I see within the door ava. 
'Could she hae gaen to the washin-hoose wi' foul 
claes at sic an untimeous hour,* I muttered, as I stood 
lookin at the fire. Princie got up frae the rug, gae 
himsel a rax, an* gaed an' scratched on the door to 
get oot I opened the door, an* he set aff doon the 
stair. I followed him as cannily as I could, for 
fear o* me disturbin oor neebors doon the stair, but 
I noticed their licht sheenin oot below their door, 
as I gaed oot the passage, as gin they*d been up 
too. I quietly made my wey to the washin-hoose, 
whaur I saw that it was as dark inside o*t as it was 
ootside Hooever, as Princie was scrape, scrapin at 
the door seekin in, I saftly opened the door, put in 
my heid a bittie to hearken, for it was ower dark 
to see gin onybody was there. My very heart 
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louped to my mou when I heard some ane's breath 
soochin awa as gin they were soond asleep. 

•Is that you, Marget?' I hoarsely whispered. 

* Ay, it's me,* cam the reply, in an awfu altered tone. 
•What in a' the warld dae ye want lyin there.?' 

quo I, as I groped aboot until I got haud o' her by 
the shouther. 

*Oh, let me lie here tiH daylicht,' was the neist 
words, as I hauled her up on her feet. 

' Lie there till daylicht an' a gude warm bed an' 
fireside sae near! Na, na, I'm for nae sic manoeuvres. 
Come on, here, an' see that ye dinna disturb folk!' 
An' wi' that I half-carried her into the passage ; but 
juist as we had got to the foot o* oor stair oor 
neebor's door opened, an', * Is't you, Robin } ' cried 
Marget, in a tone o' surprise, as she stood in oor 
neebor's door haudin aloft a can'le. 

' Eh ! what ! is that you there, Marget } ' I cried, 
in utter amazement. 

Ay. it's juist me here! I 'sure ye, I wouldna 
be lang oot o' my ain hoose till my shoon would be 
filled,' cried Marget. 

* Od, ye needna blame me ; I thocht this 'oman 
was you, an' that's a doonricht fact, that it is ! ' I 
answered. 

*Ow, ay! that young hussy's juist terrible like 
me ! rU warrant, she's juist my born picture,' wrath- 
fully exclaimed Marget. 

* Dinna be angry, mistress, at yer man. I'm richt 
sorry that I've been the cause o' annoyin ye baith ; 
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but I was juist takin shelter till mornin, as I hadna 
a bawbee to pay a bed, when yer man cam an' 
trailed me here. Sae dinna be angry, an' I hope 
ye'll never be in sic a puir, ill-aff state as I'm intill 
this nicht/ put in my new frien. addressin Marget, 
an' beginnin to greet. 

* Hem, hem, he's nae business to trail a' the orra 
women he fa's in wi' to my hoose, at ony rate,' 
replied Marget, addressin the strange dame, an' 
lookin daggers at me. 

*Weel, when I said, "Is that you, Marget.!^" she 
said that it was ; an' what mair could I ken, as we're 
a' ae colour when its pick dark,' quo I. 

'Sae he did say that, mistress, an' my name is 
Marget ; but I'm nae an orra woman, though, weel 
I wyte, I'm a puir eneuch ane this nicht,' again 
interposed the dame, greetin's gin her heart would 
brak. 

*An' hoo are ye sae ill-aff.?' queried Marget. 

* My man ran awa frae me in Glesca, an' I've 
haen to tramp a' this length, an' I'm gaen hame 
awa to Aberdeen to my folk/ sabbed the puir woman 
to Marget. 

* Himph ! Juist like the men folk ! Never a hair 
care they for their wives, gin they be richt themsels,' 
quo Marget, wi' a look o' compassion at the puir 
woman ; syne — * Ging awa up the stair, min, an' no 
stand shiverin there. Ye'll be gettin yer death o' 
cauld neist, an' syne I'll hae a job o't, I'm thinkin,' 
quo Marget to me ; an' turnin to the puir wayfarer— 
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'Come awa inbye here an' heat yersel till I ging up 
to my ain hoose to gie ye some brakfast* An' baith 
0' them gaed in to oor neebor's hoose. 

I saw that Marget was on the tap o' her commis- 
sion some way or anither wi* oor neebor wife, but 
hoo sic a cheenge o' affairs had taen place I couldna 
male oot ava, but I edged awa upstairs, fell happy 
to hae gotten sae easily oot o* the scrape. As I 
was standin wonderin gin I would prepare the brakfast, 
that Marget had hinted to the gangrel woman aboot, 
I heard oor neebor wife's man comin up the stair 
to oor hoose, an' when he cam in he could hardly 
speak to me for lauchin. 

* Man, Robin, ye hae gien Marget a bonnie hair 
i' yer neck this mornin,' quo he. 

* What's adae } I'm a kind 6' ca'd clean oot 
amang't a'thegither.' I replied. 

* Nae wonder, min ; but did ye no hear me come 
up for Marget yestreen } ' 

* No me ! But what's wrang } ' 

* Oh, naething ; juist anither addition to the 
family,* he answered. 

I gae my heid a claw, as I kentna weel what to 
say, but I speir'd gin Marget had sent up ony word 
aboot brakfast for my frien o' the washin-hoose. 

* Brakfast! Man, she's sittin yonder at the cheek o' 
the fire feastin like a queen. It was a dogoned gude 
thing for her that ye discovered her, I can tell ye ! ' 

* Maybe, maybe ; but I'm thinkin I haena heard 
the end o't yet/ I answered in a dolefu tone. 
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' Gae wa, min, it's a regular farce ! ' lauched oor 
neebor. 

We baith sat doon at oor fireside, an' he lichted 
his pipe an' I took a hearty pinch o' snuff, an* we 
sat an' cracked awa till daylicht cam in at the 
window an' Marget cam in at the door. *Ay, an' 
hoo's a' doon the stair ? ' quo oor neebor man as 
Marget cam in. 

*Juist as canty *s could be,' quo Marget. 

•An' Robin's lass.?' 

* Himph ! stupid a.ss, that he is. I canna mak 
oot hoo in a* the warld he could be sic a fule as 
think that I would ging to sleep i' the washin-hoose ! 
But Robin's aye like himsel, an' I kenna what would 
come o' 'im gin he hadna me,' quo Marget in a 
patronisin tone. 

* Oh, Marget, ye're juist richt there ! We wouldna 
get alang ava gin we were sindered,' I replied. 

Marget made nae reply to this, but she tauld oor 
neebor man that the gangrel body had been weel 
fed, an' had gotten twa or three bawbees an' a daud 
o' cheese an' bread in her lap. an' was aff on the 
road to Aberdeen. Oor neebor man gaed his wa's, 
an' ye've nae idea hoo Marget's kept trottin up an' 
doon the stairs atween oor neebor's hoose an' oor 
ain sin' that mornin. An' whether that 'addition' 
has been a blessin to oor neebor folk or no it's been 
a big ane to oor hoose, for there's been nae grumlin 
in't sin' syne. 
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A FISHING EXPEDITION 

AS fac's ocht, it beats me to ken what to get to 
kitchen oor drap tea noo-a-days! Seekin 
twopence for a haddockie like a body's thoom ! 
Na, na, Til gie nae sic price,' was Market's remark 
as she cam in the ither Saturday nicht wi' her bits 
o' errands. 

* Fish are scarce the noo, Marget/ I said, as I 
gae the finishin touch to a pair o' Lome shoon I 
had made for Willie Waster. 

* Ow, fish are no scarce a* gaits. I ca'd mto 
Mistress Wasters as I cam yont, an* she had a gey 
panfu o' troots that her man catched yesterday. 
But a'body's man's no like hers,' concluded Marget, 
in a fell disparagin tone, as she laid oot her pur- 
chases on the dresser-heid. 

*Himph! that's ane to me at ony rate,' thocht 
I, but I juist said, * Willie had been at the fishin 
yesterday ? ' 

'Ow, ay, he keeps his wife weel supplied wi' 
kitchen, I'm sure. The very sicht o' yon panfu 
o' fish was a sicht for sair een, an' the smell o' them 
fry in gaed aboot my very heart.' 

*0d, ye micht hae socht ane o' the troots frae 
Willie's wife when ye was sae taen wi' them.' 



92 Rantin Robin & Marget 

' Socht a troot ! Dae ye think I'm sae far left to 
mysel as ging snoolin in aboot folk's hooses like a 
hungry dog lookin for a bane ? My word ! ye hae 
a high opinion o' yer wife!' 

*Oh, ye needna mak a sang aboot it! There's 
naebody seekin to think ye would snool in aboot 
ony ane's hoose. But, I'm sure, gin Willie's wife 
had thocht that a troot would hae dune yer heart 
gude ye would hae got it.' 

*Na, na. I'm nane o' yer folk wha ging into 
folk's hooses an' syne tell what I see there. Na, 
nor seek troots either. Himph ! that would be a 
set o't ! ' quo Marget, as gin she'd snap my nose aff. 

I could plainly see that I had ruffled Marget 
against the grain, an' that it would be o' nae use 
for me to argue the point wi' her in her present 
mood, sae I juist gae my job a bit * croon,' put it 
in my black cotton pock, got up aff my stule, flang 
aff my apron, an' began to mak wey to ging hame 
wi't. As I was puttin on my hat, Princie cam cot 
aneath my stule, gae himsel a rax, an*, wi', a wag 
o* his tail, looked in my face, as muckle's to say, 
* Gin ye've nae objections I'll go wi' ye.' 

* Ow, ay, laddie, ye'U come wi' me.' I assented. 
*An* micht I be as bauld as speir whaur ye're 

gaen .? ' queried Marget. 

* We're gaen hame wi' my job,* I answered, as I 
made for the door. 

' Himph ! ' was a' Marget's reply, as gin my wark 
was o* nae concern to her in the least. 
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As I held yont the gait to Will Waster's hoose 
I couldna help frae thinkin that gin I could only 
manage to bring hame a puckle troots to Marget 
some day I micht maybe earn a wee thing o* the 
praise she'd been sae liberal wi* on Will's accoont, an' 
by the time I had reached his abode I had made 
up my mind on that score. Will was at hame 
when I got to his hoose ; the shoon were tried on, 
an* they fitted to a T. Will's wife declared that 
the shoon made Will a heap snodder aboot the 
feet than she had seen him for mony a day, whilst 
Will himsel said, * Oh, they're a' very gude for 
trottin aboot to the kirk or sic like, but they're nae 
use to ging to the fishin' wi'.' 

' Od, that's weel minded, Will. I was juist 
thinkin on takin a day at the fishin mysel. Would 
you gie a body a loan o' yer rod an' things — on 
Monday, for instance ? ' 

*0h, yes, Robin, ye're welcome to a loan o' the 
fishin gear ony time that I'm no using them,' frankly 
answered Will. 

* Weel, ye see, Will, I dinna want Marget to 
ken onything aboot it afore I'm awa, an' gin it's a' 
the same to you, I will come yont for the things 
on Monday mornin afore ye ging awa to yer wark. 
Hoo would that dae?' quo I. 

* Oh, that'll dae capital ; an' I hope ye'll get a 
gude basket,' answered Will, as I took my leave. 

Few folk gaed alang the Loan that nicht wi' 
brichter visions o' future happiness than mine. I 
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pictured to mysel the warm welcome that Market 
would gie me on Monday nicht when I cam hame 
tired an* forfochten, carryin a burden o' the silvery 
inhabitants o' the watery element, an* I already 
coonted sure o* a high compliment frae her on my 
skill an* diligence in providin her wi* a dish to 
delight her heart an* please her palate. E*en Princie 
seemed to enter into the pleasant prospect o* my 
views, for feint a dog he met but he buit hae a 
toozle wi*, until, atween his ain cantrips an' ither 
dogs rowin him amang the gutters, he was mair 
like a scaffie's besom than a dog wi* ony pretensions 
to respectability. Hooever, when we got to oor ain 
hoose, Princie ran up the stair afore me, an* when 
I opened oor door, in he gaed wi* a bang, louped 
into Marget*s lap, as she sat by the cheek o* the 
fire, an* made a bauld attempt to gie her a kiss. 

* Feich ! ye nasty brute ! ging oot o* that,* cried 
Marget, as she garr*d puir Princie wallop on the 
hearth-stane ; an* as she looked at her apron, that 
was weel spattered wi* Princie*s footmarks, her wrath 
seemed to be overpowerin, for she let flee the 
bellows at the puir beast wi* sic force that, had it 
taen effect on the braidside o* Princie, I would hae 
been dogless that nicht; as it was, the bellows 
played yerk on the floor, an* it flew ae wey an* the 
stroup o*t anither. 

* Preserve me, Marget ! What's adae wi' ye that 
ye*re begun to knock things to pieces } * quo I, as 
I gaed inbye an* picked up the broken wind-raiser. 
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*I believe it'll cost a shillin to mend that,* I remarked, 
as I tried to shove the stroup on to the bellows again. 

*I kenna what gars folk keep nasty brutes that 
mak a mess o' a'thing. I *sure ye, ye'U mak a sang 
aboot an auld bellowsis, but feint a grain maen's 
made for me ! Na, na, juist let an ugly brute o' a 
dog loup on the tap o' yer best, but, for ony sake, 
dinna say it does ony ill,* cried Marget, in a maist 
cuttin tone. 

I looked at Marget, syne at the broken bellows, 
an' I kentna weel what to say ; but, as the thocht 
0' my fishin excursion flashed through my mind, I 
said, * Oh, weel, it canna be helped noo, but Til 
mak it a' richt on Monday, Marget.' 

* Himph ! ye're aye to dae great things ; but the 
langer we live the waur ye grow, I think.' 

* Juist hae patience, Maggie, till Monday, an' ye '11 
see what ye shall see.' 

* Ow, ay ! ow. ay ! * quo Marget, as she took aff 
her things an' made wey for bed, wi' mony a waesome 
grane aboot her mairtered claes an' the sma sympathy 
bestowed on her an' her troubles. 

I could offer nae consolation, or I micht be nearer 
the mark to say that it would hae been labour in 
vain for me to try to dae sae ; for gin I had, ten 
to ane I would juist hae made ill waur, sae I juist 
got in coal an' a bit kindlin frae the coal-hoose an' 
crept awa to bed, in hopes that a new day micht 
chase awa Marget's wrath. 

The Sunday cam an' gaed wi' little din in oor 
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hoose, an' though I hadna said ae cheip to Marget 
aboot my intended excursion on the Monday, I had 
a' my plans arranged, an* my dreams on Sunday 
nicht were a* aboot troots o* enormous size, ane bein 
sae big that I thocht it swallowed me, fishin-rod, 
basket, an' a'. I was waukened oot o' ane o' thae 
dreams by oor clockie warnishin some oor or anither ; 
an* by an' by it struck five o'clock. I canniJy 
slipped oot o' bed, put on my claes, an' takin my 
shoon i' my hand, to put them on when I got to 
the foot o' the stair, Princie an' me slipped oot the 
hoose, leavin Marget sleepin as soond as soond's 
could be. When I got to the foot o' the stair I on 
wi' my shoon an' briskly hied awa yont to Willie 
Waster's for the fishin gear. 

In answer to my knock. Will opened his door. 
' Ye're early to the road, Robin,' remarked Will. 

* I want to be hame again fell sune wi' my tak,' I 
answered. 

' O, I see,' quo Will, as he gae me his rod an' 
basket ; an* as I was slingin the basket ower my 
shouther, Will speir'd what like weather it was oot- 
side. I tauld him that it was daggin on a sma rain 
an' lookin unco dull like. 

* Juist the very thing for ye, Robin ; ye'U hae a 
grand day afore ye,' quo Will. i 

* I hope sae,' quo I, as I took my leave, an' 
Princie an' I were haudin oot the Brechin Road 
amang the drizzlin rain, as weel pleased's could be, 
in nae time. 
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Lang afore we reached the Chapelton my coat 

was dreepin weet, an* Princie was toddlin at my feet 

lookin the very picture o* misery ; but though the 

rain had begun to toom doon in torrents there was 

nae use in turning back, sae forrit we gaed. We 

sune reached Boysack brig, an* there I resolved to 

begin operations. I laid my rod on the brig, took 

Oct my napkin an* dichted the drap frae my nose, 

took oot my mull, an* as I took a hearty pinch o* 

snuff — * We*re no juist sae comfortable, Princie, as 

gin we*d been at hame ; but juist behaud ye, laddie ; 

we'll ging hame rejoicin this very nicht for a' that,' 

quo I to Princie, a^ he sat shiverin an* whinin afore 

me. Puir brute ! he raise up, an* lookin unco keen, 

ran back hamewith a bittie, syne he looked back, 

an' when he saw that I wasna comin, he cam 

cringin back to me, lookin real pitifu. Hooever, I 

got my rod an* line a* ready, an* began to fish 

doon the water. I wasna lang begun when I took 

first ane an* syne anither, bits o' things no muckle 

bigger than bandies, but I juist threw ihem into the 

water again, remarkin to Princie as I did sae, ' Thae*s 

juist the draps afore the shower, laddie. I wouldna 

mak a fule o* mysel nor Marget either by takin 

hame the like o* thae.* Doon the water I gaed, aye 

ploiterin awa wi* my rod an* line as gin my very 

life depended on my diligence, but no anither fish 

cam my wey. As the rain continued to fa*, wi' nae 

sign o' clearin up, an* as my speerits had also fa'en 

far below the mark they were at when I set oot in 

G 
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the mornin, I began to think that I micht hae been 
as weel to hae bidden at hame. As for puir Princie, 
he was trimlin like a leaf in a gentle breeze, an* aye 
whimperin up i* my face, tryin to entice me hame, 
ye ken. At length we had worn as far doon the 
water as Camperdoon, an' gin this time my very 
teeth were rattlin on ither like a craw-mill, an' my 
knees felt as gin they refused to bear the weicht 0' 
my body. An* nae wonder either, seein that my 
claes were soakin, adding a hantle mair weicht than 
ordinar to the superstructure. I could stand it nae 
mair. Sae I threw oot my line for the last time. 
As ill luck would hae it, I was stannin on a projectin 
bit o* the bank, an*, as I swung oot my line, the 
point I stood on gaed cloit into the burn, an* I sat 
doon on the tap o*t, up to the neck amang the 
* water ! Princie fled up an* doon the bank, frantically 
yelpin, an* in my hurry to get oot I let rod an* line 
sail awa. Hoo I got oot sae fast*s mair than I can tell, 
but in a twinklin I was oot, an* doon the waterside I 
skelped, wi* Princie in full cry at my heels, tryin wi' 
a' my micht to mak up on Willie Waster*s fishing 
rod. At last I cam tirt, an* as I could be nae waur 
wi* weet than I was, I jumped into the water, gripped 
bauds o* the rod, an' it was no lang afore I had it 
an* the line a* rowed up as weeFs I could. 

* Od, Princie, it's sma* encouragement that we'll 
get the nicht when we ging hame, Tm thinkin,' quo 
I, as I gae the drap a dicht frae my nose wi* the 
back o' my hand. 
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Princie gae a yelp o' joy, as muckle's to say, 
' Let's ging hame at ony rate till we see,' an' ran in 
the waterside in a hameward direction. I followed, 
feelin fell doon i' the mou. We made the best 
haste we could in the Montrose Road ; at least I 
did, for Princie kept in front o' me, aye lookin back 
to see gin I was comin, an* he even gaed through 
some o' his cantrips wi' the collie dogs at some o* 
the farms we passed, to warm himsel, I suppose. 
But there was nae fun in my heid, I can tell ye. 
My thochts were a* aboot hoo I was to face Marget 
in my pitifu-like predicament. Hooever, I trudged 
in the road ae wey or anither, an' aboot five o'clock 
i' the afternoon I did reach the Fisheracre. As I 
was haudin past the Toor Nook a chiel socht a 
spunk frae me to licht his pipe wi'. 

* I hae nae spunks,* I answered, fell snappertly. 

* Let s see a pipefu o* tobacco, then,* quo he, 
as he kept in front o* me. 

* I dinna smoke,* quo I, as I tried to pass the 
chiel. 

* Did ye see onybody drooned } for I see ye've 
been at the fishin, an* I hear there's some ane or 
anither drooned ootby,' queried my enquirin frien. 

* Na, na, I saw nae droonin,' I answered, as I 
hurriedly pushed the chiel aside, an* held on my wey 
to the Loan as fast's I could, wonderin as I gaed 
wha the unfortunate stock could be wha had been 
drooned. 

I reached oor biggin at last, an' Princie gaed in 
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the door like a shot. I crept in the passage an' up 
the stairs on my tiptaes, sae that I micht maybe 
get a glint o' Marget's face, to see gin she was ony- 
thing cankered like, afore I gaed into the hoose. 
On reachin the tap o' the stair I saw that oor door 
was a wee bittie open. I keeked in, an' there, at 
the cheek o' the fire, sat Marget, wi* her arms 
roond Princie's neck, an' her dressed wi' her Sunday 
goon on, too ! The voice o' Marget was trimlin 
wi' emotion, as, * Oh, my puir doggie, whaur hae 
ye left yer maister this nicht ? Oh, waes me, waes 
me ! I doot he's lying cauld an' stiff in some deep 
hole o' the sea ! ' wailed my gudewife. 

* Tuts, Marget, dinna gie wey to despair. There's 
Princie come hame, an* ye '11 see Robin here neist, 
a' safe an' soond, I'll warrant ye,* I heard oor neebor 
wife's voice reply to Marget, though I couldna see 
her frae whaur I stood on the stairheid. 

* I wish I had only parted wi' him on gude 
terms, but the hinmost words I spak to him were 
words o' ill-nature. Oh dear ! oh dear \ what will 
I dae gin Robin's dune himsel ony harm ! ' cried 
Marget, wi* great vehemence. 

* Oh,' thocht I, * I'll be welcome in, at ony rate,' 
an' wi' a fell dowie look in I gaed 

* Did I no tell ye that Robin would be here in 
a crack I There he is, see, an' a gude basketfu o 
fish to ye, I'll warrant. Been awa at the fishin, nae 
less, instead o' makin fish meat o' himsel ! ' exclaimed 
oor neebor wife on seeing me. 
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* Gae way doon, dog,* quo Marget, as she garr*d 
puir Princie daud frae her lap on to the hearthstane. 
' I 'sure ye ! things hae come to a gey heid when 
I hae to flee through the toon — ^to the Police Office 
an' a* gait — seekin onybody, an* them awa stravaigin 
through the country wi' a bit creel on their back 
an* a fishin wand i* their hand, like an auld fule, 
enjoyin themsel. 'Deed ay ! gin folk would mind 
their ain hame, they would hae nae time for sic 
palavers!* cried Marget, in a tone which left nae 
doot in my mind as to hoo I stood in her esteem. 

I took the fishin basket frae my shouther, laid 
it an* the rod on the dresser heid, an' slipped ben 
the hoose to get aff" my weet claes an* dry anes on. 

' Wait ye, an' I'll get a big basin an' put the fish 
in't,' I heard oor neebor wife say — anxious, nae doot, 
to see my tak o* fish ; an' the neist minute, * Losh, 
keep's a', Robin, ye've nae fish ava,' she cried oot. 

* Ow, ay, there's been better folk than me wha 
hae fished a' day an' catched naething, sae I'm no 
my lane wi' that bit o't.' 

* Himph ! ye micht hae kent better than loo*k in 
the creel for fish, woman. I could hae catched as 
mony as that wi' the theidle in the parritch pot,' 
quo Marget, in a tone o' contempt. 

' Hoots, Marget, baud yer tongue. Robin could 
dae nae mair than he's dune, I hae nae doot. 
Gin he's safe himsel ye micht be thankfu,' replied 
oor neebor wife. Marget made nae remark, an' oor 
neebor gaed her wa's to her ain hoose. 
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I thocht the less I said to Marget that nicht the 
better, but ilka noo an' than some o' her friens 
would look in at the door, an*, * Is there ony word 
o' Robin yet, Marget ? ' they would speir in a solemn 
whisper. Then I was sure to get anither snotter 
frae Marget. No that she said onything to me, but 
she juist spoke to her friens, an' aye she hint, hinted 
aboot 'folk come tae oor time o' life haen sae little 
wit/ An' the heid-sheaf was juist put on my feelins 
when I heard oor neebor's twa wee laddies on the 
stairfit sayin, * Ye're tellin a big lee ! Rantin 
Robin's no droon'd ! ' * Ay, but he is ! fol I heald 
Malget sayin that Lobin had dloon'd himsel in the 
Blow-hole ! ' was the reply. 

* Preserve me ! It looks as gin some folk were 
disappointed that I'm livin,' I remarked. 

Marget said no ae word, but she gaed an' clashed 
to oor door wi' a bang. An' frae that time I've 
heard nae mair o' my troot hunt frae Marget; an', 
I assure ye, I'm nane sorry at it. 
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ROBIN NIFFERS PRINCIE 

'VE aften heard that * changes are lichtsome an' fules 
are fond o' them,' but never did I understand the 
subject sae weel's I dae noo. Ye see, Marget has 

been misca'in Princie sae aften o' late that I began 
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to think that she maybe would be better pleased 
gin I would put him awa, though I'm weel sure I 
had nae faut to him mysel, puir beast. 

This thocht brewed on my brains for a fell wheen 
days, an' last Monday evenin, when I was yont at 
the ironmonger's for twa pair o' heel rings an' some 
sprigs an' tackets, I met Pate Bagnet, ane o' my 
customers. 

'Ay, min, Robin, ye're aye stickin to that useless 
messin o' a dog yet,' quo he. * Man, ye should go 
in for the like o* that,' he concluded, as he pointed 
to a backbane on four legs, wi' a tail at ae end an' 
a heid at the ither, which he ca'd his dog. 'Yes, 
Robin, that's a beast that can tak a hare an' bring't 
to yer hand.' 

'It's awfu puir, though. Pate.' 

'Puir! man, that's the beauty o't. There's that 
beast o' yours there — a body could hardly tell stem 
frae stern o't.' 

'Weel, it's no for a' it eats either; but ye see. 
Pate, it's some wi' Princie as it is wi' mysel, we ging 
sae seldom oot that we get a kind o' blawn up for 
want o' exercise.' 

'That's juist it. Juist look at my Spring there: 
ilka rib o' him's plain to be seen, an 's muscles are 
juist like iron. Fact is, Robin, gin ye had a dog like 
that ye wouldna need to care twopence for the shoon.* 

* Dae ye think sae, Pate } Od, min, I've been 
thinkin this while that I would be nae waur o' a 
change ; for, ye see, Marget's kind o' tired o' Princie.' 
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* Weel, Spring there's juist the dog to please her. 
Hoo'll I an' you swap?* 

* Od, I dinna ken ; ye see, I'm kind o' sweir to 
part wi* Princie, an', besides that, I would maist need 
to see what Marget said afore I could dae't.' 

* Oh — oh — oh ! That's the wey o't ? Man, Robin, 
gin I was to hae a dog I would hae't, an' let the 
wife mind her ain affairs.' 

* True, true ; an' gin I was sure that yer dog 
would please her I would soon swap wi' ye. Princie's 
mine richt eneuch, but Marget michtna like that ane 
o' yours, ye ken I doot it's ower lang frae end to 
end, an' would need mair meal than we hae to spare 
afore it was sae like its meat as Princie there.' 

' Princie ! Bach ! He's juist like a pock o' stoor, 
an' couldna catch a flea ; but, as I said, mine can 
gie a hare a red face while ye cough, an' I'll bet ye 
a bob Marget would be ** up " on't gin ye gaed in 
to the hoose wi' a hare or twa or three rabbits ilka 
time ye gaed oot' 

* I believe ye there. Pate, an' that same would 
gar oor pot boil broon, an' twopenny banes would be 
at a discoont.' 

* Weel, what dae ye say? Hoo muckle boot will ye 
gie me atween my Spring an' your Princie ? An' I'll 
tell ye what I'll dae: gin Marget's no pleased I'll tak 
him back an' gie you yours. There! that's fair, isn't?' 

* Ow, ay ; it's fair eneuch.' 

' Weel, what boot dae ye say ? Dae ye say 
five bob ? ' 
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* Five shillins ! Na, na ; if I were to gie a* that 
I would never hear the end o't. Marget would tak 
the very life o' me ! ' 

* Nae fear o' her. Man, Robin, she would never 
hae dune praisin ye gin you an' Spring there were 
comin hame ilka nicht wi' a pockfu o* game. Come, 
gie's an offer.' 

* I needna ; five shillins is a mere haver, ye ken.' 

* Weel, what say ye } ' 

*Oh, I'll gie ye a shillin,' I said, an* ere I wot 
Pate gae me sic a slap on the shouther that I thocht 
my arm was aff, an', * It's a bargain, Robin, an' gin 
ye find that Marget's doon on Spring, or would like 
yer ain dog back again, juist come oot to the Law 
to me an' we'll swap again,' cried he. 

In nae time Pate had got his siller, an' tied Princie 
wi' a bit twine an' awa he gaed, leavin me wi' his 
livin skeleton o* a dog, tied wi' my pocket hankie, an' 
wonderin hoo Marget would tak wi' my new bargain. 

It was beginnin to be dark when I got the 
length o' oor hoose, an' I was thankfu at that, for 
it saved me frae bein bothered tellin this an* the 
neist ane a' aboot my new dog ; an* he was sic a 
thin-like rake that I was blythe when I got into oor 
passage wi' him to be oot o' folk's sicht. On reachin 
oor ain door an' openin't, I discovered that Marget 
was oot; but I kent she couldna be far awa, as she 
had left the door on the sneck juist, an' had the 
tea things on the table-heid, like as she*d been waitin 
me. The lamp wasna lichted, but a cheerfu-like fire, 
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though no very big, cast as muckle licht aroond the 
hoose as let me see to ging aboot it brawly. Sae I 
took Spring inbye to my ain side o' the fire, lowsed 
my hankie aff his neck, an*, * Lie doon there noo, 
an' let's see ye behave yersel like a gentleman, for 
Tm no very sure aboot what kind o* a reception well 
get the nicht,' said I to him. Spring streekit himsel 
on the rug in front o' the fire wi' a groan o' content- 
ment, an' I gaed awa ben to my wark-placie to lay 
my heel-rings an' tackets on my stule to be ready 
for neist mornin. I had juist toomed my pouches 
o' my errands, an* was in the act o' throwin aff my 
coat when I heard Marget comin up the stair, an' 
nae suner did she open the door than Spring set 
up a volley o' barks an' snarls. 

* Whist, min ; what are ye yowlin at ? It's only 
Marget,' I cried, as I hung my coat on its nail 

* Preserve a' livin craiter ! wha's aucht that teeger ?' 
cried Marget, as she juist put the half o' her face in 
at the door. * Wha's aucht that brute, Robin ? Tak 
a baud o't, an' no let it eat me up, for ony sake.' 

'Ow, come awa, it'll no touch ye, Marget. Na, 
nae fear o' him, as lang's I'm here.' 

' But wha does the awfu-like brute belang to, an' 
what is't daen here } ' 

* Oh, wait till I licht the lamp, Marget, an' syne 
I'll tell ye a' aboot it ; an' ye'll see't better, for its 
a majestic animal, I'm sure.' 

*0d, haste ye, then, for my very heart's like to 
dunt a hole in my breist, I'm that feared.' 
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Wi' a fell troubled mind I lichted the lamp, an\ 
* Here, rise up, Spring,' I said, an' up Spring did 
rise. 'There, noo, Marget, isn't that something like a 
dog; ay, an' its a capital catcher o' hares an' rabbits, 
too ; juist the very beast we've been needin for mony 
a day.' 

* Himph ! it's a puir hungered - like brute ; but 
wha does't belang till } ' 

* Oh, it's mine ; I only gae Princie for't, an' that's 
a gude bar .' 

* Losh hae a care o' me ! Did ever ony livin 
bein see sic a stupid ass o' a man as ye are } To 
gie awa puir Princie for that rickle o' banes beats 
a' that ever I heard tell o' ! ' cried Marget, as she 
edged roond to her chair like's gin Spring had been 
a roar in lion. 

Never be frichted at him, Marget ; he's canny 
eneuch,' I ventured to say. 

* Frichted ! I 'sure ye, ye'll juist hae to tak that 
scoondrel o' a beast oot here, for I canna get near 
my ain fireside for't' 

* Come here, min,' I cried to the dog, wha at 
ance cam to me. I garr'd him lie doon beside my 
stule in my wark placie, as he was far ower big to 
get in below't to Princie's bed. 

Nae suner was the beast awa frae the fireside 
than Marget seemed to get time to look at the tea 
things on the table, an', *What hae ye dune wi' my 
butter, an' the half pund o' potted-heid that I laid 
on the table } ' she cried. 
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* Me ! I never touched it/ 

* Ye needna tell me that. I left them a' richt on 
the plates there when I gaed doon to speir for oor 
neebor, an' noo they're awa. Ye maun hae meddled 
wi' them/ 

* No me, Marget, it s as sure as I'm livin/ 

* Himph! My gude butter an* potted-heid couldna 
hae melted oot o' sight for a' the time I was awa, 
an' gin ye didna eat them, nor lay them awa. wha 
but that nesty rickle o' banes o' a dog could hae 
dune't/ 

*Ay, Marget, ye're maybe richt, though, for 1 
left the beast at the fireside here when I gaed ben 
to lay doon my bits o' errands.* 

* Ow, ay ; that's aye the wey o't wi' you. But 
ye'll tak that brute oot here. I was ill wi' Princie, 
puir thing, but that beast ! — feich ! ' an' wi' that 
Marget gae the table sic a shove that ane o' the 
toom platies fell aff o't an' was broken. This, as ye 
may ken, only added fresh force to the tempest 
which was troublin Marget's mind, an' Spring, the 
dog, an* me got oor fauts plainly explained in few 
but forcible words. I was juist begin n in to think 
it was time for me to remove Spring frae Marget's 
presence, when Tam, the cat, cam oot o' the fit o' 
the bed. 

* There's that brute o' a cat been in the bed 
neist,' I said. 

* Ow, ay, puir thing; he's been blythe to get oot 
o' sicht o* that awfu-like tyke, as I'll hae to dae 
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mysel/ graned Marget, an' then she raise up an* 
gaed to see gin Tarn had ravelled the bed claes, 
while he cam an' sat doon in front o' the fire as 
sedate an' satisfied - like as though the hoose was 
his ain. 

Nae suner did Marget look into the fit o' the 
bed than, * Himph ! that's what comes o' ye no 
bein here to look after things when I was oot, ye 
see. There's the remains o' my butter an' potted- 
heid, a* fairly spoiled they are,' an' wi' that she flang 
a daud o' potted-heid on the floor, an' held oot a 
crum butter in her hand to me. 

*0d, Marget, it's a blessin that it wasna the dog 
after a'.' 

This seemed to vex Marget, an' she approached 
Tarn wi' deidly intent displayed in ilka feature an' 
motion, an* ere Tam wot she gae him sic a wallop 
on the lug that he turned a cat -maw on to the 
middle o' the floor. Whether it was the sudden 
exhibition o' Tam's gymnastic performance or the 
smell o' the potted-heid that had taen Spring's fancy 
I canna tell, but Tam had hardly gotten on his four 
feet when the dog darted frae my wark-placie like an 
apparition o' gaunt poverty, an' gae Tam sic a fleg 
that he at ance dashed himsel against the window, 
brakin a pane, an' doon the slates he rowed on to 
the pavement This didna seem to disturb Spring, 
for he lifted the bit potted-heid, an' gaed awa ben 
wi't to whaur he'd been lyin afore. Unfortunately, 
when I saw Tam disappear through the window for 
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very fear, I couldna help frae lauchin, an' this brocht 
doon a' the dirdum o* the business on my heid, an' 
onything that Marget didna ca' me's no worth mindin 
on ; for, I 'sure ye, she did gie me my character. 
Hooever, I made nae wonder o*t, as it was fell vexin 
to get her gude provisions destroyed an' her window 
broken in ae nicht, especially by her ain favourite, 
too. 

Afore we gaed to bed that nicht I had to tie 
Spring to my stule, as Marget was fleyed she would 
be eaten up ere mornin, an' to promise that I would 
put him awa neist day. 

But though I did a' this, an' would hae dune a 
heip mair, feint a wink o' sleep got I a' that nicht; 
for nae suner was I beginnin to dover ower than 
Spring set up a thump, thumpin wi' the elbow o' 
his hind leg on the floor as he clawed an' scratched 
himsel, an' syne Marget would nudge me wi' muckle 
vigour wi' her elbow an' loodly whisper, * There comes 
that awfu brute, min.' Mornin dawned at length, an' 
nae suner were we up than oor neebor doon the stair 
cam up an' speir'd what Marget had been duntin 
at a' nicht, an' on bein made acquaint wi' the cause 
o' the din she gaed awa no weel pleased ava, declarin 
that she 'would see a' the dogs in Arbroath in the 
Saut Pan afore she'd lose anither nicht's rest wi' 
them.' 

Thus beset on ilka hand, what could I dae but 
ging awa wi' Spring again, an' try to get back 
Princie ; for though Marget gruml'd aboot him it 
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was naething compared wi' what I'd endured in 
ae short dizen o' hours or sae. I therefore ance mair 
set cot, leadin Spring in my hankie, to seek Pate 
an* get back my ain dog again. 

On my wey oot the Montrose Road, an' when 
near Culloden farm, I thocht that I micht hae a try 
o' Spring's skill as a hunter ; an' that as weel Marget 
hae a rabbit or twa as ony ither body. I therefore 
took my hankie frae his neck, an', * Seek them oot, 
laddie ! fetch them ! fetch them,' I cried, as I waved 
my hand toward the field yont frae Hayswell Road. 
I was mair than thunderstruck to see the beast, 
instead o' takin ower the field like winkin, ging 
sneakin awa into ane o' yon gardens, an' he wouldna 
come back to me, yowl or whistle's I liked. I wasna 
to lose the beast after comin sae far wi't, sae in at 
the garden gate I gaed to catch him, ye ken. Nae 
suner had I entered than the awfu'est stramash that 
ever was heard got up in ane o' the shed places in 
the garden. I hurried forrit amid the din o' the 
yelpin o' Spring, the squealin o* a soo, an' the shouts 
o' some man body. On lookin in at the door o' the 
shed I was dumb wi' astonishment when I saw Spring 
hingin on by ane o' the hams o' a big soo, while 
baith were daen their best to mak onything but 
soonds o' music ; an' the owner o' the soo, as I 
supposed, was garrin a gude rung o' a stick play on 
the prominent parts o' Spring wi' sic a vengeance 
that it was a wonder to me that ae bane was left 
hale in a' the puir brute's skin. 
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*Is that your dog, Robin?' cried the man. 

* No, min ; at least, Marget winna let me keep it. 
Oh, that's you is't,' I cried, as I recognised an auld 
frien ; an* wi' nae mair said, I inowre, seized baud 
o* Spring's tail wi' baith my hands an' pu'd wi' a' 
my micht. Wi* the soo pu'in ae wey an* me pu'in 
the ither, Spring was forced to let go ; an' as he did 
sae suner than I expected, I gaed wallopin on the 
breadth o' my back ; but I didna let go his tail 
though ! The soo had got a fell bite, but, as that 
would sune mend, its owner let me aff wi* an 
admonition ; an* I, bein quite satisfied that Spring 
was nae ordinar hunter, put my hankie on his neck 
ance mair an' oot the road I linkit as fast's I could. 

I soon got Pate's hoose, knocked on the door, 
which was opened by Mistress Bagnet. 

* Eh, here's puir Springie come back again,* she 
cried, on seein her lantern o* a dog. 

* Imphim, Tve come oot to get Pate to niffer back 
— to gie me Princie, ye ken,* I said. 

* Princie ! Losh keep me ! Pate let it oot this 
mornin, an* it took ower the fields, toonwith, like a 
very bird,* was the answer. 

I said nae mair, but took my hankie aff her tyke's 
neck, an* back I cam. On arrivin at hame, I fund 
Princie warmin*s nose at oor fire. Next time when 
I begin to deal amang dogs 1*11 consult Marget afore 
1 conclude a bargain, an* syne I'll be saved a help 
o* trouble, or else it cheats me. 
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MARGET IN SUMMER LODGINGS 

PRESERVE'S a\ sirs! what a warld o' trial an' 
tribulation this is ! Weel micht auld Job say : 
* Man Cometh forth like a flower ; he fleeth also 
as a shadow, and continueth not/ Never was there 
a finer picture drawn o' oor life here than that 
painted by thae few words. Not only dae they 
apply to mankind themsels, but also to oor ilka joy, 
hope, an' pleasure : a' share the same fate. Maist 
o's can remember the day when some o' oor wee 
bits o* bairnies, a frien, or beloved relation bloomed 
in oor affections like the bonniest flower that ever 
grew. We felt happy in their presence, revelled in 
their love, an* took nae thocht o' time as it sped 
alang. But pleasures sae sweet are but o' short 
duration, an' aye the shorter like the greater they 
are. When we began to realise the terrible fact 
that oor heart's treasure, that had come forth like 
a flower to cast a halo o' keenest pleasure aroond 
oor lives, was begun to wither, oh ! hoo we 
struggled to arrest decay ! An' when we daily saw 
life's lamp burn feebler an' feebler still, we tried 
to hide oor tears an' the anguish that filled oor 
minds by tryin to cheer oor loved ane wi' hopes o' 

a renewed lease o' health, spoke o' the mony happy 

H 
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years that we'd yet hae thegither, an' left naething 
unsaid or undune that we thocht would help oor 
heart's idol. But, ah me ! after a' was dune oor 
saut tears mingled wi' the earth as it was cast 
abune oor treasure. But hoo should we weep ? 

* Weep not for them, they weep no more ; 
Grieve not for them, their grief is o'er ; 
Though cauld be their bed an' their pillow be hard, 
Soond is their sleep in the auld kirkyard.' 

O ay, sirs ! As I hae already said, * Man 
Cometh forth like a flower ; he fleeth also as a 
shadow, and continueth not,* applies to a* oor wee 
bits o' plans an' schemes as lang's we're here. 
There's juist oor ideas aboot oor holidays, for 
instance. What a lot o' pleasure we dae anticipate 
to get oot o* ony jaunt we're to hae ! There's nae 
end to the amount o' enjoyment which we plan oot 
lang ere the day comes roond when we're to set 
oot. But when we come back frae't we look back 
an' wonder gin we got ony enjoyment ava. At the 
very maist, the enjoyment's hardly to be seen when 
compared wi' what we meant to get oot o't. 

To be sure, I dinna daur to insinuate that this 
is aye the wey o't wi' a' body. Na ! I hae mair 
sense. But it's maistly aye been the set o' the 
thing wi' Marget an' me for mony a year noo. 
There was nae farer gane than last week, wi' that 
notion o' summer lodgins that Marget had ; I'm 
sure she orpit as muckle aboot it aforehand as would 
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hae led onybody to believe that a week i' the 
country would mak her a modern Goliath*. 

Ye see, the hale thing o* the country residence 
idea cam aboot owin to ane o* oor neebors gaen 
cot to Braikie to wait on her dochter when she was 
i' the wey o* addin anither ane to the population o' 
the coonty. That neebor cam hame wi' her face 
sheenin like a hairst mune^ it was that weel coloured, 
an' her glowin description o* life far ayont the reek 
an' stoor o* the toon fairly enchanted Marget wi* the 
view o't I wouldna hae cared a flea for that gin 
I hadna been juist tormented nicht an' day aboot 
it. But Marget's rheums an* ither ailments seemed 
to increase at an alarmin rate on the very day after 
that neebor cam hame, an' the feint a word o' 
civeelity could I get oot o' her. At last, after I tried 
a' I could think o* to please her, I kind o' lost my 
tennper, an* — * Gudeness, woman, can ye no be 
pleased ava ? * I cried. 

* Himph ! They should be easy pleased wha 
hae few to content them ; 'deed ay. * But ye needna 
get up like a ram pin lion at me for daurin to 
complain aboot being dune ! I 'sure ye, ye'll sune 
be rid o* me, an* syne ye'll get ane that'll please 
ye better." An' wi' that she began to toot an' 
greet as gin I'd dune her a grievous injury. I 
was at my wits' end, an' kentna what to dae or say. 
After she'd kind o' gotten hersel relieved by the first 
gude burst o' a greet, an* seein that I made nae 
mauchts to renew the conversation, she remarked 
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to Tarn, the cat, wha'd loupit up on her knee, 
' Ow, ay, puir thing ! the feint a country or summer 
lodgin will you an' me get for oor health. We'll 
juist hae to bide here wi' oor nose on the ribs o' 
the grate till we dee/ 

I at ance saw the drift o' a' the grumlin Td had 
to endure, an' resolved that I'd hae an end o*t gin 
a week i' the country would cure't. Sae I juist said, 
* Od, I'm sure, ye needna want a week's caller air 
gin that's to mend ye. Ye can ging yont to yer 
brither's at Scabbierig.' 

* Tach ! I'm no to ging to sic a place. Himph! 
I 'sure ye, friens 'gree best separate ; an' gin I canna 
get to the country for the gude o' my health withoot 
being a burden to onybody, I can juist dee whaur 
I'll get peace to dae't. 

* Ow, Marget, ye needna aye orp on aboot deein. 
Whaur aboot i* the country dae ye think ye would 
like to ging ? ' 

* Hem ! weel, I wouldna ging to Scabbierig ony 
wey. But I dinna ken whaur the best place would 
be to get gude caller air at little expense.' 

* It's no the air, woman, that costs the bawbees ; 
it's the hoose-room an' gude meat' 

* Ow, ay, Robin ; folk canna gie ootrals meat an' 
that for naething ; they maun live as weel's their 
lodgers.' 

* Imphim ; that's true eneuch, an* sometimes it's 
a stiff job to mak oot. But I'll tell ye what I'll 
dae, gin ye like : i'U tak a rin oot to the Chapelton 
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on Geordie Sangster's tricycle, gin he'll gie me the 
loan o*t, an' see gin I could get ye a week's lodgins 
there. I'm sure that the smell o* the woods an' 
fields, the cheenge o' scene, an' new neebors for a 
wee while will gar ye renew yer strength an' forget 
a' yer troubles.' 

* Weel, weel, min ; but when ye ging see that 
ye dinna tak a place frae fashious folk, for I couldna 
dae wi' them.' 

*A' richt, I'll see to that; an' I'll ging yont to 
seek Geordie's tricycle at dinner time.* 

* Could ye no juist ging awa the noo an' tak the 
train ? What would ye dae fleein awa on a filosifer, 
like a fule!' 

* Toots, woman, the train doesna tak ye to the 
Chapelton ; an' ere I took train to Letham Grange, 
an' syne travelled the lave o' the road, I would suner 
ging wi' Geordie's machine. Ye see I had a trial o't 
the ither nicht yont at the Common, an' Geordie 
said a' I wanted was juist a trial or twa, an' syne I 
would be A I at it' 

Marget, seein that my heart was set on gaen wi' 
that machine, an' maybe no wantin to spoil a gude 
chance o' a week's residence i' the country, made 
nae mair demur to lettin me hae my ain wey for 
the time bein. 

When ane o'clock cam I gae mysel a bit snod 
up, gaed yont to Geordie Sangster's, an' got his 
tricycle at ance on promisin no to run't ower fast; 
for fear o' accidents, ye ken. I mounted the machine, 
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an* yont the toon I waumled. I did find it a stiff 
job gaen up Hamilton Green ; but, tlTough I was 
makin a fell crookit course, I paidled on, takin 
plenty o' time, an' stoppin ilka noo an* again to 
dicht the swite frae my face. Oot the Brechin Road 
I gaed, never ance castin a look at the gate o' the 
abode o* the last stage o' poortith on my left, or the 
gate o* the Eastern Cemetery, a wee bit farer on, 
on my richt. I needed a' my een to keep Geordie's 
machine frae gaen on upon the side o' the footpath, 
an' thus coupin me on the road. But I got on 
wonderfu weel, an' that at gude speed. Past Ward- 
dykes cottar hoosie I gaed in grand style ; an' as the 
road was a wee thing uphill, I put on a' my force 
for a spurt to the tap o't, meanin to get a rest as I 
let the machine rin doon to St Vigeans o* its ain 
accord. I gaed ower the tap o' the brae an* began 
the descent on the dwellin-place o' the lang syne 
gane Saint wi' as muckle gude luck as ony body 
could hae wished ; but ere I'd reached the Brigton 
entrance I would hae gien twopence gin I'd kent boo 
to stop that tricycle. I tried an' tried again to get 
my feet on yon things ye cat wi', but they were 
fleein roond at sic a rate that I near got my taes 
ca'd aff i' the attempt. To loup aff, wi' the thing 
fleein awa wi' me at sic a rate, was an impossibility; 
an', * Stop her ! stop her ! ' I yowled to a chiel wha 
was drivin twa or three kye afore him at the fit o' 
the brae. He gae a look ower his shouther, an' 
geein m^ comjn doon like greased lichtnin, he lap 
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aside, an' machine an' me cam slap up against the 
tail end o* ane o' the kye. It up wi' it's heels an' 
sent Geordie's tricycle an' me wallopin' doon in front 
o* yon wee hoosies on the ither side frae the smiddy 
an' joiner's shop. 

*Gude gracious! there's Rantin Robin gotten's 
brains ca'd oot,' cried a chappie near the smiddy door. 

* Dog on the fears o' 'im ! He'd nane to ca' oot, 
or else he wouldna come up against the coo's tail 
that wey,' quo anither, as I tried to find gin I were 
utterly dismembered or no. As I was daen the 
best I could to separate the tricycle frae my legs, 
the gudewife o' the hoose cam oot an' gae me a 
help. When I'd gotten upon my feet I was fell 
gled to discover that the only damage I'd sustained 
was a fearfu rent i' my breeks. This the decent 
woman gae a draw thegither wi' a needle an' thread, 
sae that I micht be a kind o' half respectable like. 

The tricycle was terribly bent an' shaken, but the 
smith said he could gie't a fettle up again, to be as 
gude's ever, sae we carried it ower to the smiddy to 
be dune up, an' I set oot on fit for the Chapelton. 
I wasna a terrible time in gettin oot there, an', wi' 
a heip o' tryin, I did at last succeed in gettin folk 
to gie Marget a week's up-pittin in their best room, 
after which I cam awa, took the train at Letham 
Grange, sae that I micht convey the cheerin news 
to Marget wi* a' speed. 

I took Marget oot to the Chapelton neist day, an' 
Ht her there; cam in mysel on foot to St Vigeans, 
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an' got Geordie's tricycle frae the smiddy, made juist 
as gude's new. I cam cannily hame to Geordie's 
on't, an' he never kent onything had been wrang 
wi't till I tauld him. 

An' here's me been livin alane i' the hoose for 
twa hale days noo, an* feint a craiter to say a word 
to but Princie. It's nae muckle wonder though I'm 
reading Job an' the Lamentations o' Jeremiah, an' 
gin I dinna get on mair cheerfu ere lang I'm frichted 
that I'll hae to bring Marget hame afore she gets a 
hale week i' the country for a' yet. 



ROBIN SETS OOT TO BRING MARGET 

HAME 

w 

A MAN withoot a wife's nae better than an ass,' 
is what I've heard say mony a year syne. That 
same's a sayin that I hae no the least intention 
o' denyin ; but I'm rather inclined to think the chiel 
wha has to bide in a hoose his leafu lane, scatter 
makin his bite o' meat — be it tatties, tea, parritch, or 
fresh herrin — would be far better to be a cuddy, oot 
an' oot, gin he only had a kind-hearted master. For, 
gin he were that, he would get's supper set afore him 
when his day's wark was dune, his coat weel groomed, 
his bed made up, sae that he micht rest his tired 
limbs, an' get twa or three pats on the neck after a' 
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was dune ere his master left him for the nicht 
That I'm sure*s far mair cheerin than to be a 
civilised human bein' leadin a life o' solitude, wi* 
feint a soul to care ae hair whether ye're half richt, 
as I had to dae a' that week Marget was at her 
summer lodgins. 

I dinna believe she would hae been hame yet 
gin it hadna been that I gaed oot ance errand for 
her. Ye see, I managed to dae awa no sae very 
bad for the first day or twa after Marget was awa. 
I made nae richt diets, but juist took a drap tea 
nicht an' mornin, an* a drap milk an' bread or ony 
ither thing that would be a pass-ower o' a dinner. 
This did a' very weel to begin wi*; but when three 
days o't was dune my very heart was that wersh 
that I dae believe gin a bit weel cookit nigger had 
been set afore me I would hae gobbled it up an' 
speir'd nae questions. Princie, puir thing, took his 
drap blaised milk wi' thankfuness for the first twa 
or three days, but syne, like mysel, he got fairly 
scunnered at aye the same thing ower again, refused 
to hae ony mair o't, an' there in's bowl sat the milk 
as sour's roddens, refused even by Tam, the cat, 
wha had taen to regalin himsel wi' herrin heids frae 
the ashpit for want o' mair tasty cheer. Owin to 
me skailin draps o' water on the hearth-stane it was 
assumin a fell piebald appearance, while the aise-hole 
was ashes up to the boddom o' the grate. Marget 
had been five days frae hame, an' earnestly had I 
coonted ilka ane o' them. As I sat at the cheek 
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o* the fire an* lookit at the table - heid, wi' the 
unwashed dishes on't that Td used the day she 
gaed awa, the stoor lyin thick aboot the fireside, 
an' a' lookin sae cheerless, I gae a lang pech o' a 
sigh, took oot my mull frae my waistcoat pouch 
an' took twa big pinches o' snuff up ilka nostril. As 
I did sae, Princie, wha was lyin curled up asleep 
at my feet, began to greet in's dreams as gin's heart 
would brak. That was mair than I could thole, as 
it was only gien expression to my ain feelins. I 
bent doon, gae Princie a pat on the heid to wauken 
him oot o's unpleasant dream, an', * Whisht, whisht, 
laddie ; dinna mak things waur than they are. 
We'll stand this wey o' daen nae langer; for, gin 
we see the morn's morn in, we'll baud awa oot the 
gait an' bring hame yer mistress. We will that, my 
mannie ; for life at this price is an awfu expensive 
article. Himph! crack o' "life bein sweet!" I canna 
see the sweetness o t here ony wey Hut gin we'd 
the morn here we'll maybe get rid o' some o'ts 
vinegar,' I muttered. The puir beast got up, gae 
his tail stump a wag, ran to the back o' the door 
an' gae a whimper, as gin to say, * Come awa the 
noo, for I'm deid sick tired o' this life o't' I held 
up my hand wi' a warnin' gesture, an' * The morn, 
laddie ; the morn,' I whispered, an' his lugs fell 
flatter by's cheeks, the fire left's een, his stump o' a 
tail ceased to vibrate, an' back to the rug he cam, 
lay doon wi' a weary grane, as gin resigned to try 
to endure what he couldna cure. 
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I drew oot my mull aince mair, solaced my achin 
mind wi' a hearty pinch o' Taddy, syne drew aff my 
duds an* crept into my lanesome bed. A nicht 
0' fitfu dreams, in which I was sometimes chasin 
Marget through Magungie Wood, runnin after her 
through the fields o' yellow corn, aye pleadin wi' 
her to come hame, passed awa, an' wi' the first 
streak o' daylicht I got up, drew on my duds, an* 
kindled the fire to mak brakfast for Tam, the cat, 
an' Princie. As for mysel, I'd nae desire for a 
renewal o* the same dish Td had sae aften after 
ither near ilka day since Marget left — a blash 
o* tea. Sae I juist gae mysel a gude synde wi' 
plenty cauld water to freshen me up a wee, put 
on my go-ashore claes, an', after Princie had suppit 
his drappie brose, I took the gait for the Chapelton. 

As I gaed ower the toon I only met an antrin 
body at first sauntering alang to their wark, enjoyin 
the bricht sunshine o' the bonnie mornin ; but ere 
I'd reached the toonheid a work bell began to ring, 
an' lots o' folk were hurryin alang as fast's they could 
for fear o' bein late I couldna help frae thinkin 
what a difference there was noo a-days wi' the mill 
lassies frae what used to be the wey o't but a few 
years ago. For ilka ane I saw had a hat on her 
heid, an' maist o' them had jackets on — a dress 
that would lead oor grannies to suppose, gin they 
could look up an' see't, that a' the lassies had been 
gaen to the kirk instead o' the mill There were 
nae hats used for sic base purposes in e'en my ain 
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younger days ; gin ye'd seen some o' the lassies 
at that time gaen to their wark i' the mornin, ye 
would hae likely seen them rowed up in their 
petticoat, a wee hole left for their een, nose, an' 
mou to look oot at, an' a gude daud loaf, wi* syrup 
on*t, in their hand, wi' which they busily fortified 
themsel for their mornin's wark. Folk may crack 
aboot no seein evolution at wark noo-a-days, but 
gin it's no weel seen in this social improvement it's 
a queer thing to me. Wi' thochts like thae i' my 
mind, Princie an' me held on oor wey past fields 
filled wi' gude craps o' neips an' petawtis, which I 
admired, an' he searched for what he never fand — ^a 
rat, rabbit, or whitrit. Ither fields were ready for the 
reaper, an* ithers o' them were begun to be cut doon. 
The sun was sheenin wi' dazzlin brightness ower 
a', addin splendour to the glitterin dewdraps on the 
grass an' wayside flowers. I couldna but admire 
their beauties as they twinkled an' shone, burst oot 
in glowin hues, then suddenly faded as the blade 
they hung on moved to an* fro in the sunshine wi' 
the genial breath o' morn. Weel micht that beautifu 
sentiment, *They toil not neither do they spin, yet 
Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one 
of these,' pass through my mind as I jogged along. 
For here in thae humble blades o' grass an' floories 
could I read o' the beauties an' changefuness o' e'en 
the greatest o* earthly men or things, o' their short 
duration an' final extinction. Ow, ay, sirs, weel would 
it be for's a gin we could ne'er forget that a' we 
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prize an' are prood o' here is juist like the dew- 
draps. As the noonday sun o' time shines doon 
on's, a' thae pearls we prize sae muckle fade awa 
ane by ane, leavin us like some withered strae o' grass 
by the wayside, or, what comes to aboot the same, 
we oorsels are removed frae the scene, anither fills 
oor room, an' time wends on its ceaseless journey as 
though we'd never been in't. 

As we passed alang by Magungie Wood an' 
Kinblethmont, Princie got richt fun when a rabbit 
started up frae the ae side o' the road an' made for 
the ither wi' a' speed. He did his best to owertak 
it, hobbled after it till's tongue was near touchin 
the grund, an' when the bit rabbitie would pop 
into its hole, gien its heels a knap o' defiance on 
the grund as it did sae, Princie cam waddlin back 
to meet me. pechin as gin he'd drap doon. Ance I 
tried to gie him a hand to capture a wee bit thing, 
no muckle bigger than a rotten. He started it oot 
frae a bush o' whins, but though it was sae sma' it 
was fell fleet. Seeing that Princie was fa'in ahint 
instead o' comin nearer the wee emmick o' a craiter, 
I up wi' a stane frae a stane-braker's bing an' let it 
flee at the rabbitie to ca't heels ower heid. Princie 
gae a yowl o' pain, turned frae the chase, an' quickly 
got ahint my heels, as I'd missed my aim an' gien 
him fairly on the rumple bane. The fun o' huntin 
thus was finished, for, though we saw anither beastie 
or twa, he would chase nae mair, for fear they micht 
hurt him again. Ye see, the stupid ass never thocht 
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that it was me wha had hurt him accidentally. Na, 
he couldna believe that. 

Past Paddock Myre we gaed, an* shortly we were 
drawin near to whaur I expected to be received, like 
the prodigal of old, wi' a real doonricht welcome. 
Of coorse I didna expect to get the kiss an' a' the 
lave o't; for Tm ane o' thae folk wha dinna like to 
either kiss or be kissed foment ither folk. That 
kind o' kitchen's a* very gude in'ts ain wey, but it's 
no for use at a* times an' in a' places. Od, I've 
seen folk wha seemed a perfect scunner wi' that kind 
o' palavers : they were aye slaverin' at ither, like a 
wean at a stalk o' rock, an' a body felt kind o' relieved 
to get oot o' their sicht. But Marget an* me are 
nane o' that kind. We maybe dae gie ither a bit 
cheeper o' a kissie at an antrin time when there's 
naebody to see's, an' when we're awfu pleased wi' 
ither, but we believe aye in keepin the feast on the 
feast day. We like ilka thing in'ts ain place, an' a 
place for ilka thing. 

Hooever, though this be sae, I chappit on the 
folk's door whaur I'd taen lodgins for Marget wi' a 
feelin's gin 1 were juist to get a big slice o' happiness 
a' in ae lump, an' Princie stood at my foot as I chappit 
wi' as keen a look on's coontenance, I'm sure, as I 
had. The door opened, an', * Weel, what is't } ' quo 
the woman. 

* Ow, I've come to tak awa Marget' 

* Oh, weel, gudeman, ye'll be saved a' the trouble, 
for she left here twa days after ye brocht her.' 
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* The losh preserve me ! Whaur did she ging, 
or what garr'd her leave ? ' 

* Himph ! I ken naething aboot whaur she gaed, 
an' the feint a hair dae I care ; but ye shouldna hae 
brocht her to me. Naething I did or said could 
please her. Od, you would need to be an angel 
ere ye were able to thole yon ill-to-dae-wi' cutty/ 
quo the woman. An' wi* that she slowly steekit the 
door, as though unwillin to shut me oot. 

I was completely dumfoondered. an' kentna what 
to dae or think. I stoitered awa frae the folk's door 
as I'd been fou, an', to gie me time to come to 
mysel, I gaed an' lay doon by the dyke that surrounds 
the buryin- place o' the lairds o' Kinblethmont — a 
lanely spot — the solitude o' which drew my mind 
roond to a mair calm state ; for what can be mair 
impressive to a mind susceptible o' looking wi' earnest- 
ness on the mony phases o' life on earth than to 
lanely sit by the last restin-place o' frail mortality an' 
ponder on what has been, noo is, an' what may yet 
be, or e'en on oor ain wee bit trials } 

* Here iearn that glory and disgrace, 
Wisdom and folly pass away ; 
That mirth hath its appointed space. 

That sorrow is but for a day : 
That all we love, and all we hate, 

. That all we hope, and all we fear. 

Each mood of mind, each turn of fate, 

Must end in dust and silence here.' 
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THE RETURN HAME 

T'S maist wonderfu to think hoo little it talcs some- 
times to male's either cheerfu or sad. Sometimes 
when we're no juist gettin a' to ging wi*s as we 
would like, or when we may hae a wee touch o* the 
'dumps/ as some folk ca*t, we get that doon i' the 
mou that the warld, wi* a' it contains, looks sae dismal 
an* dark that we feel a kind o' a desire to rin awa oot 
o*t ; we wish to get haud o' some particular thing or 
anither to relieve the awfu depression o' oor feelins; 
we lang for*t, look for't in a' place except near oorsel, 
an', after as dune, the very blessin we've been juist 
desperately searchin for is fund juist where we least 
expected it — e'en at oor very side, though we'd never 
taen thocht to look sae near for't. 

This was juist hoo it cam aboot wi' mysel as I 
lay by the Kinblethmont buryin-grund dyke-side tryin 
to gather in aboot my sadly scattered thochts, an' 
solve the mystery o' Marget's conduct. I couldna 
mak oot where she could hae gaen, an' that withoot 
letting me ken ; or gin she'd maybe taen the road 
for hame, gaen into the wood when dune oot wi' 
fatigue, an' there been happit up wi' leaves by the 
robin-redbreasts, like the babes we used to tell ither 
aboot when bairns. Princie sat lookin i' my face wi' 
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keen interest, nae doot thinkin that there was mair 
troublin my mind than he'd care to hae on his, but 
feelin real wae that he couldna cheer me up. That 
was easy seen frae his behaviour. 

I was juist thinkin that my best plan would be 
to ging back to the hoose where Td left Marget, an' 
speir at the woman gin she could gie me nae clue 
ava that micht set me on the richt track, when I 
heard the rumle o' a cart or gig com in alang the 
road. I paid little heed til't until it was nearly 
foment me, when I heard the soond o' a voice I 
thocht I kent weel, an' at the same instant Princie 
stood up an' began to gar's stump tail wag as gin 
he meant to mak up for lost time. I cuist my een 
on the approachin equipage, an' could hardly credit 
that I saw Marget sittin as mim's a May paddock 
beside a young chiel in a cart, wi' twa horses puin't. 

Ere I could be quite sure that I wasna dreamin 
the cart had gane past me, but perceivin that I 
was as waukin's could be, I loupit up, an', ' Hoy ! 
Marget ; hoy ! woman ; dae ye no ken me ? ' I cried 
frantically, wavin my twa hands i' the air to gar the 
chiel woa his horse until I'd get Marget oot o' the 
cart. The cart stood still, the driver lookit at me 
as gin I'd fa'en frae the clouds, an' he cried, ' Stand 
still ! Jess ; baud back ! Jean/ to his beasts, the fore- 
most o' which had turned aboot to see what was 
ahint it. I ran forrit haudin oot my twa arms, 
expectin Marget to come to my bosom instantly, 
when — 

I 
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* Preserve a' livin craiter ! if that's no that stupid 
fule, Robin, straveengin a' this length. What i' the 
warld are ye seekin here?' she cried, as gin she 
would hae snappit the nose aff my face. ' What 
are ye seekin trailin oot here ? ' she again speir'd. 

' I'm come for ye, Marget ; for the hoose is like 
the Land o* Goschen when ye're oot o't. Naething 
but a howlin wilderness, whaur, instead o' gettin ae 
richt diet o' meat frae the flesh pots o' Egypt, the 
very cat's gane astray after herrin heids or ony 
orrels. Come awa hame, woman, or else ye'll sune 
no hae a hame to come till ! ' 

' Losh, hae a care o's a' ! did ever ye hear sic 
a bletherin ass ! Hoo can I come awa the noo 
when I've promised to ging an' tak tea this day wi' 
Mistress Ginger, yont at Inver ? I canna disappoint 
the woman after her gudeness in gien me the 
biddin,' replied Marget, as she looked frae the 
chap i' the cart to me, an' syne back to him again. 

* Wha is he ? ' quo the chap, gien's whup a set 
up as though preparin to gie me roond the lugs 
wi't. * Ay, wha is he, or what's he wantin ? ' 

* Himph ! ye needna speir. It's no ill kennin the 
like o' him ; 'deed no. But when a body's man taks 
them to simmer lodgins for the gude o' their health 
it's no very wyce-like to come fleein to trail them 
hame afore their time's up,' quo Marget. 

* But I'm awfu wearied an' a' wrang for want 0' 
ye,' I pleaded. 

* Tach ! Ye'd nae business bringin me here gin 



The Return Hame 131 

ye werena willin. Himph ! an' to leave me wi' a 
imperent cutty wha had the daurin brazen-facedness 
to tell me that I didna ken a bum bee frae a 
nettercap, when I saw't creepin on the grund afore 
my very een ! ' Here Marget cuist a witherin look 
o' contempt first at the hoose where Td left her 
an' syne at me. 

' Weel, what's to be dune ? I canna haud my 
beasts stanin here a' day,' quo the chap on the cart. 

* Od, it's maist provokin ! I'll juist hae to ging 
wi' him withoot gaen to Mistress Ginger's to pree 
her gude soup an' get my tea. An' a' that after 
the woman's gudeness ! ' quo Marget, as she dichted 
her nose, made mauchts to rise up, an' when the 
beast i' the shaft gae a move forrit, at ance cloited 
doon again. 

* Could ye no tak yer man to Mistress Ginger's 
wi' ye V Od, I wouldna coin Grace, my wife, ony 
thanks to be blebbin amang tea here an' there an' 
leavin me sittin at hame. Tak yer man wi' ye ; 
Mistress Ginger can juist put a drap mair water i' 
the pot ; that's a' the odds it'll mak to her, I '11 
warrant ye,' quo the chap to Marget. 

Though I thocht the chap's suggestion richt 
sensible, it was wi' muckle reluctance that Marget 
gae her consent til't bein acted on. At last, 
though wi' unco little cheerfuness, she did gie her 
consent, which, when dune, ' Jump up an' hae a 
ride a bit, for ye're awfu jabbit an' dune like,' said 
the chiel. 
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I at ance obeyed, an/ * Haud aff! Jean; come 
up ! Jess/ cried he, an' ance mair the cart moved 
forrit, Marget's face aboot a yard langer than when 
first it hove in sicht, an* me mysel feehn a kind o' 
half cheerfu. 

As we drove alang towards Inver, the chap gae 
me a brief history o's twa spirited horses or mares, 
as they were ; spoke o' the craps an* the live stock 
on the farms an* fields we passed. His cheerfu crack 
wasna very lang in haen a gude effect on Marget, 
for I noticed that her face began to look mair 
pleasant as we kept up oor conversation, an* by an' 
by she ance or twice gae a wee bit lauch when the 
chiel made a by-ordinar funny remark. I was richt 
thankfu to see the cheenge, for there *s naething looks 
waur than folk stunchilin an* sourin at ither in the 
presence o' strangers, instead o' daen their best to 
bear ane anither's burdens, or sharin* ither*s troubles, 
as far's they can wi* reason, an* thus at least helpin 
the burdened or afflicted ane to renew their efforts 
to mak heidwey against whate*er oppresses them. 
Lang ere we got to Inver Marget had recovered 
her lost temper, explained to me that she couldna 
thole the woman Td left her wi* ae meenit langer 
than she*d dune ; that they had finally fa*en oot to 
sic an extent ower the identity o' some craiter they'd 
seen i* the garden that Marget instantly left the 
hoose wi' the intention o' returnin hame; but, meetin 
wi' the wife of the chap i' the cart wi*s, an* layin 
doon her tale to her, a frienly feelin sprang up 
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atween them. Marget was offered an' accepted 
lodgins for the remainder o* the week wi' them ; 
an' when I'd fa'en in wi' her she wa5 juist on her 
wey to spend a day wi' the chap's auntie. Mistress 
Ginger, wha, frae Marget's accoont, seemed to be a 
body o' nae sma importance. 

* Od,' quo I. on hearing the end o' Marget's story, 
'I'm no very keen aboot gaen in aboot the woman's 
hoose. Ye see, I'm no up to hoo thae higher circle 
folk dae when they tak their braw teas I've heard 
tell that a great heip o' ceremonies gangs on, an' 
that's what flegs me.' 

* What would frichten me warst would be that 
there would na be half eneuch on the table to fill 
my wame ; but ony time that I'm to be there I 
lay in a gude foondation at hame afore I ging,' 
quo the chap. 

*Oh, there's naething to be feared at. A' ye hae 
to dae is juist to dae as ither folk aroond ye are 
daen,' was Marget's remark. 

* But there'll be naebody aroond's, only that Mrs 
Ginger, ye speak o*,* quo I. 

* Very weel,' quo the chap, *juist dae as ye see 
her daen, an syne ye canna be far wrang.' 

' Ay, juist that ; that's richt ; but. ye see, Robin 
maun aye hae a heip o' willy waes aboot a' thing,' 
said Marget. 

I saidna a word mair, but resolved that I'd follow 
the example set afore me at the woman's tea table, 
gin she didna kick me oot as an interloper on her 
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premises. By an* by, Inver appeared i' the distance, 
an' in a short time oor vehicle halted at a cottag^e 
door i' the village. The chap loupit doon aff o' 
the fore-breist o' the cart, entered the hoose, leavin 
me to assist Marget doon on to the road, the which 
I did wi* muckle care. Ere I'd gotten the tail o' 
her plaid an* goon gien a shak doon wi' my hand, 
oot cam the chap wi' the mistress o* the hoose. 
There was a heip o' hand-shakin an* profuse welconnin 
gien to baith Marget an* me ; an* as Marget was to 
ging straucht hame i' the train wi' me frae Inver she 
offered payment to the chap for her lodgins. He 
would hae nane o't; but said that he an*s gudewife 
would ca* on's neist week when i' the toon, shook 
hands wi* Marget an' me, loupit up on*s cart again, 
an* awa he gaed for the load he'd come for. 

We followed Mistress Ginger into the hoose, an' 
were shown into her room wi' muckle ceremony. 
Marget seemed to tak the thing as cool's gin she'd 
been at oor ain fireside ; but I didna feel half sae 
richt, an' as I edged mysel on upon a chair an' sat 
wi' my hat i' my hand, an' Princie sittin below my 
chair, glowerin oot at Mistress Ginger's cat, wha was 
stanin near the fire, its humph up like a camel, an' 
wi' a tail like a sweep's new hand -brush, I would 
hae gien the best ounce o' Taddy ever I had i' my 
mull to hae been sittin on my stule at hame. Marget, 
on the ither hand, seemed to be a' in her element; 
she stouffed an' cracked to Mistress Ginger at the 
rate o' nae allowance. Fashion i' the bonnet line, 
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the newest shapes o' goons, an' the maist suitable 
material for them, a' got a gude turn ; an' when 
twal o'clock chappit their conversation had turned 
upon whether oor forbears, wha ate little else than 
aitmeal, neips, kale, an' petawtis, werena as winsome, 
hearty, an' strong as some folk to-day, wha are 
content wi' a ha'penny laif, wi' a slag o' grease in't, 
an' a clear cup o' tea, nicht an' mornin, an', what 
mony a ane canna get beyond, a pennyworth o' 
barefit broth oot o' a cook-shop for dinner. Nae 
doot this discoorse was entertainin, as weel's edifyin, 
to the mistress o' the hoose an' Marget ; but it was 
a relief to me when a servant lassie cam in an' set 
oot a wee roond table, wi' plates an' ither odds an' 
ends on't for three folk. Then she brocht in a 
tureen wi' gude honest tattie-soup in't, an' syne left's 
to oorsels. * Noo, sirs,' quo the mistress, ' juist sit 
inowre an' dinna need priggin. Juist mak yersels at 
hame, for, I'm sure, ye're welcome.' 

We sat inowre to the wee roond table, an' haen 
dune sae, I didna forget to dae as I saw the mistress 
o' the hoose dae when she preened the corner o' the 
snaw white table-cover to her breist to prevent ony 
stray draps o' soup frae fa'in on her goon. I took 
up the corner o' the table-cover neist to me, an' wi' 
the big preen I aye carry for pykin the girsles frae 
my teeth o' ony o' the twopenny banes Marget buys, 
I preened it to my waistcoat lapel. We began to 
sup, Marget's praise o' the gude woman's culinary art 
increasin at ilka spunefu. The second spunefu I 
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swallowed made me feel as gin I'd begun to swallow 
the sea serpent, or some ither craiter mair enormous 
still, for ae end o' a lang hair had gane ower my 
craig an' the ither end was — gudeness kens whaur! 
I pitifully looked at Marget, ^s I swallowed an' again 
swallowed at that hair, in the vain hope that I micht 
come to the ither end o't. Marget scowled at me 
to gar me sup awa an' say naething, no kennin what 
ailed me. To please her I tried to bolt the hair wi' 
a' my micht withoot e'en thrawin my face, but it 
wouldna a' dae. As if to punish my persistent efforts, 
the hair gae unmistakable indication that it an' a' 
beside it werena content to bide doon in my stamack. 
Forge ttin o' the table-cover, I sprang ootowre frae 
the table for fear o' makin a mess, an' tureen, plates, 
tattie-soup, an' table cam after me wi' a clatter on 
the floor, quickly followed by Mistress Ginger hingin 
at the ither corner o' the table-cover. Princie, seein 
sic a row get up, a' on a sudden thocht he was in 
duty bound to gie the cat's back a strauchten. He 
rushed at it, gae't a gude shak, an', to save itsel frae 
bein annihilated a'thegither, it sprang up on Marget 
an' tore her nose wi'ts claws. 

I'll no pretend to describe the scene that followed, 
as I stood haudin my breist, coughin an' retchin as 
gin my very entrails would a' come oot as I pu'd 
that hair up my thrapple again by the yard, nor 
need I try to explain what Marget ca'd me i* the 
presence o' strangers ; it's mair than I would like to 
dae, to let ye ken the ae half o't. But the upshot 
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o' the hale mischanter was that she, me, Princie an* 
a', had to hurriedly leave the abode o' Mistress Ginger, 
an' she didna invite's to come back again. 

We took train for hame at Inver. An' it'll be some 
time ere I ging to seek summer lodgins .to Marget 
again, I can tell ye. Gin she maun ging frae hame 
to bide a week again I'll hae in anither hoose keeper, 
that's juist the short an' the lang o't ; an' gin she's 
willin for that bein dune, it cheats me. Summer 
lodgins for the gude o' her health ! Himph ! That 
tattie-soup dinner's fairly taen awa ony wee grain 
health ever she had. An' for shortenin her temper, 
come yer wa's ! I wouldna say tattie-soup to her for 
a thoosand pounds Sae ye may ken hoo weel she's 
taen wi* a' she's encoontered when awa frae hame. 
It's gude ower a', ye ken, but aye best at hame ; at 
least, that's what IVe heard folk say. Though, on 
the ither hand. I've had ane or twa ootins i' my day 
wi' some pleasure i' them. Some o' thae still seem 
like a bricht blink o' sunshine sheenin in on a prisoner 
in his dungeon, making him pine to be oot o' his 
dismal environments into the radiant effulgence o' a 
brichter scene, where clouds o' trial, trouble, nor 
sorrow come nae mair. 



138 Rantin Robin & Marget 



I 



. GOING TO THE KIRK 

'M no juist sure gin it was the Prophet Daniel or 
no wha said, * The nearer the kirk the farer frae 
grace * ; but whaever said it, they maun hae kent 
a thing or twa, or else Tm sair mistaen. Whether 
that be sae or no, I maun tell ye that Marget an' 
me gaed to the kirk the ither Sunday, an* gin we 
were made fu' o' grace, or e'en got the sma'est grain 
o't instilled into oor minds that day, I wonder at it! 
Ye see, Marget had gotten a' the ribbons taen 
afif o' her last year's bonnet, an' got them an' ane 
o' the goons she's had for mony a year dyed. 
When the things cam frae the dyster's, twa or three 
o' oor neebors cam up to inspect them Ilka ane 0' 
them gae't as their opinion that Marget would be 
juist a perfect * masher ' ance she got the goon 
re-made an' the bonnet re-trimmed Then a' the 
merits o' the different dressmakers i' the toon, their 
charges, an' the snodness o' their handiwark, were 
gane ower, sae that the proper ane micht be fixed 
on by Marget. After ilka ane's character had been 
duly rehearsed, an** their claims to Marget's patronage 
considered, she at last decided to gie the makin 0' 
the goon to Eppy Gimp, wha lives yont the ither 
side o' the toon. Nae suner had this difficult 
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problem been solved than Marget set aff wi' the 
material o' her goon in a parcel, an' the bonnet, wi' 
the dyed ribbons for't, in her basket, as she was 
to hand it in to Miss Snififemup, an auld maiden 
stockie, weel versed in a' the newest designs o' 
headgear, an* said to be able to gar an auld hat or 
bonnet look like a new ane wi' sma trouble. That 
was on the Friday that the goon an' bonnet were 
taen to be dune up, an' I can tell ye there was an 
aucht days o't in oor hoose after that ane. The 
feint a word could Marget utter but it had some 
reference to that goon or bonnet. Neebors cam to 
speak o' them by the half dizen, an' I was thankfu 
when the followin Friday cam an' Marget set oot 
wi' the biggest half o' her Soshie dividend to bring 
hame the muckle - spoken o' garment an' heid- 
coverin. 

Aboot an oor after she'd gane oot I heard some 
crackin at the door o' oor passage, an' in a minute 
or twa I could hear Marget speakin in nae very 
pleasant tones, but what she was say in I could na 
mak oot. In a wee I heard her an' oor neebor 
come in frae the pavement, an' syne I heard, * 'Deed 
aye ! what dae they care though a body draps 
on the road rinnin back an' forrit seekin their 
things } Himph ! gin't was me that was makin 
promises to folk I would try an' keep them, I'm 
thinkin,' frae Marget. 

' I'm sure o' that,' quo oor neebor. ' There's 
juist oor father's breeks been at that singit wratch 
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Pate Toomemup's for a hale fortnight to get a 
cloot put i' the knee o' them, an' though IVe been 
twal times seekin them I haena gotten them yet.' 

* I tell ye that. The feint a ane o' them there 
is to mend the ither wi' ; they're a' tarred wi' ae 
stick.' replied Marget, as she began wi' mony a 
grane to ascend the stair. 

1 began to jalouse that there was something wrang. 
an' on Marget comin in at the door toom- handed, 
instead o' carryin her goon in a parcel an' her bonnet 
in a paper pock, as I'd expected to see, it began to 
dawn on my mind that the cause o' maist o' thae 
painfu granes would be for want o' gettin them. I 
speir'd what had become o' the things, that she 
hadna brocht them hame, an' was tauld fell snappertly 
that they couldna be brocht hame till they were 
dune, an' that that wouldna be till late on Saturday 
nicht, if e'en then. I could plainly see that Marget 
was awfu vexed, sae I set mysel to cheer her up 
the best wey I could. In this I sae far succeeded 
that lang ere afternoon. she was as high on her goon 
an' bonnet hobby as she was i' the morn in, and was 
begun to arrange her plans for gaen to the kirk 
on Sunday wi' her goon an' bonnet on, sae that 
they micht be weel seen an' admired by as mony 
folk as possible on the first day o' their appearin in 
public. I was real pleased to help to paint the 
beauties o' the scene as weel's I could, to please 
Marget, an' when Saturday afternoon cam roond I 
had sae far risen in her esteem that she gaed oot 
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an' brocht in a hale half-pund o' steak, to dae alang 
wi' a tattie or twa, to oor supper, sae that her things 
micht hae luck, ye ken, by bein thus hanselled. 
Mony an* lang were the looks I cuist at the wee 
potie, wi* that stewie in*t, as it sat at the cheek 
0' the fire that Saturday evenin. For Marget had 
exercised her best culinary efforts to mak a dish 
worthy o* bein set before a king, instead o* oorsels 
twa, when she brocht hame her bonnet an* goon. 
The very smell com in frae that pot was eneuch to 
ravish the senses o* ony mortal, an' made my mou 
water ilka time I sniffed it up. * Time an' tide for 
nae man bide,' they say, but I thocht that nicht 
that oor wag-at-the-wa' wasna gaen half sae fast's 
it used to dae. But at last it chapped aucht, an* 
ance mair Marget took her siller, an* tellin me to 
see that I didna fa' asleep, an* sae let oot ihe fire, 
till she cam back, as she was to bring her things 
wi' her, though she'd to wait till twal o'clock for 
them, she gaed her wa's. I was sittin wi' my taes 
stuck up afore the fire, busy readin i' the Guide 
aboot the ward meetins, when a foot cam up oor 
stair an* a tap was gien to oor door. * Come in,' 
I replied to the visitor, in response to which the 
door opened, an' Jeanie Dear, ane o' the folk's wee 
lassockies, wha live yont the Loan frae's, cam in. 
'Ow, that's you is't, Jeanie; what's adae wi' ye that 
ye're oot o' yer bed at this time o' nicht?' 

* We've killed oor thoo, an' my mither thent me 
wi' thith bit o't to Marget, cauth she aye gaeth 
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peelinth tiFt/ quo the craiter, as she presented a bit 
o' the ribs o* their defunct grumphie. 

*Od, lassie, that's real gude o' yer mither; but 
I'm sure it was better to gie the peel ins to ony 
craiter wha had a use for them than to put them 
i' the midden. Bide ye an' I'll gie ye back this 
hankie that ye've the collop rowed in.' 

* It'th Margetth hankie ; she left it in oor hooth 
when she wath gaen for her goon.' 

' Oh, yea, yea..' Weel — hae. there's a penny to 
buy toffie to yersel, an' we'll juist lay the hankie 
an' its contents on the tap o* the dresser here 
till Marget comes back. Tell yer mitlier that we're 
muckle obleeged to her,' an' wi* thae words I laid 
doon the present, an' oor wee messenger gaed her 
wa's hame again. Doon I sat to my readin again 
juist as the clock warnished nine. I thocht to mysel 
that Marget would surely no be muckle langer in 
comin back ; but in this I was mistaen, for ten 
o'clock chappit an' nae sign o' her. I'd read ilka 
word aboot a' the ward meetins, stirred the fire, 
put on a knot or twa o' coal peeped into the wee 
potie to hae a look gin its contents were aye to 
the fore, an' syne lay back i' my chair to think 0' 
the blessin's that the dressmaker would be mentally 
heapin on Marget's heid for haen to sit sae late 
gettin the goon ready, sae that Marget micht ging 
to the sanctuary neist day wi' becomin dignity. 1 
took hale three pinches o' snuff, an' syne arrived at 
the conclusion that the prophet wha said that 'ae 
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saint maks twenty sinners/ wasna far wrang after a*. 
The clock striking eleven waukened me oot o' a 
doverin kind o' a sleep, an* feelin a' oot o' joint an' 
cauld-like, I gae the fire a rake thegither, looked 
at the clock, an', * Losh preserve me ! that woman's 
surely gaen to bide a' nicht wi' that dressmaker 
craiter,' I muttered, as I clawed my croon wi' ae 
hand an' took my mull oot o' my waistcoat pouch 
wi' my ither. I was juist gien the lid o' my mull 
the third rap, preparatory to takin a hearty pinch 
to wauken me up, when I heard some ane come in 
the passage as far's oor neebor's door ; try to open 
the door, an*, * Are ye a' beddit ? ' quo Marget. 

' Gude gracious ! ' I muttered, * she's no pleased 
wi' keepin me sittin here waitin for her, but she 
maun e'en wauken oor neebors oot o* their bed.' 
But nae suner had I made the reflection than oor 
neebor's door was opened an', * Weel, Marget, hae 
ye gotten't noo,' quo she. 

' I 'sure ye, I hae that, but I've had a ^<ty 
wait for't. I 'sure, she tried to gar me put afif 
for anither week, but I took care o' her — I juist 
sat til't was dune. But I'll hae to ging awa up ; 
for, I'll warrant ye, Robin '11 be soond asleep an' 
the fire black oot ; feint a hair does he care though 
I hae to ging to bed wi' my very feet perishin o' 
cauld.' To which remarks from Marget oor neebor 
added, 'Weel, gude -nicht wi' ye, an' we'll see ye, an' 
hoo yer goon an' bonnet sets ye, i' the mornin,' and 
so closed her door, an' Marget made for up the stair. 
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Up she cam an' into the hoose. * Od, Robin, 
Tm thankfu that ye Ve keepit a gude fire on, for 
this is a cauld, sour kind o* a nicht. Himph, that 
wratch o' a dressmaker would never hae been dune 
gin I hadna waited beside her for my goon. 'Deed 
ay, but she's keepit me till I weel believe ye'd been 
thinkin that I'd run awa wi* the sojers,' said she, as 
she laid her goon ower the back o' a chair an' the 
paper pock wi' the bonnet in't on the tap o* the 
drawers. I made believe that I hadna been ae 
grain Wearied for her return, an' thus avoided gien 
the least annoyance. Marget set hersel doon to 
gie me an ootline o' what her goon an' bonnet had 
cost ; but I'd nae relish for sic a tale at sic a late 
hour, sae I set inbye the wee table, put twa platies, 
spunes, knives an' forks on't, an' syne I dished up 
the stewie — Marget insistin meanwhile that I was 
gien her ower muckle, an' that I ocht to tak twa 
spunefu's to mysel for ane o* hers. Hooever, I 
easily managed to please her in daen this, as maist 
folk are no ill to advise to be gude to themsels. 
A' the time we were at oor supper Marget kept 
on enlargin on her ain generalship in haen a kind 
o' compelled her dressmaker to work far beyond the 
time she was willin to dae, but I ca'd awa at the 
supper, only gien a nod noo an' then sae that 
Marget micht see that I was paying gude heed to 
what she was tellin me. We were juist clawin oot 
oor plates when twal o'clock chappit, sae we quietly 
set ootbye the table an' as quietly slippit awa to 
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oor bed, as we didna want to disturb oor neebors 
doon - stair by gaen potterin through the hoose 
abune them at sic an untimeous hour. 

I kenna gin it was owin to Marget an' me haen 
sic a feast o' fat things to oor supper, or that we'd 
been ower late up, but neither she nor me kent 
whaur oor heids were lyin until oor neebor cam 
reeshlin at oor door like's gin the hoose were on 
fire, an*, 'Are ye gaen to sleep yer brains into train 
oil, you folk ? ' she cried. 

*Ay, ay,' baith Marget an* me cried thegither. 

* I'm thinkin, gin ye be to ging to the kirk, Marget, 

it's time ye were up. It's nine o'clock lang syne,' 

quo oor neebor, an' awa doon to her ain hoose she 

gaed again. I got oot o' bed in double quick time, 

pu'd on my breeks, lichted the fire, an* hung on 

the kettle as fast's I could. I kenna hoo it was, 

but, dae my very best, burn up that fire wouldna. 

an' ilka wee minute aye the ither rumle o' wind i' the 

lum-heid garr'd a cloud o' reek come spuein oot 

i' my face as I sat on the wee stule in front o' the 

grate, wi' oor breathless bellows on my knee, puff, 

puff, puffin, at the twa or three red izals like's I'd 

been workin for a wager, whilst a' the time, as she 

was puttin on her duds, Marget kept up a runnin 

fire o' comments on my abilities, an' suggestin as 

mony plans as micht hae blawn the very kettle oot 

at the lum heid gin I'd been fit to carry them 

a' into execution. Hooever, success aye croons 

perseverance, they say, an' I at last made oot to 

K 
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get the kettle to begin to sing. I hung up the 
auld bellows wi' a sigh o* relief, took a snuff, an' 
then got the teapot to the road. 

We put aff nae time at oor brakfast ; for, ye 
see, we were hardly able to dae mair than merely 
ging through the ceremony, as we werena hungry. 
Marget then began the mair serious performance 
o* dressin hersel, an' I had mysel ready to go afore 
she was half dune wi*t. The mirror did suffer for't, 
I can tell ye, for, though the bells were near rung 
in, she put aff an' on that bonnet half a dizen o' 
times, alterin the wey she had her hair up ilka 
time, till at last I gae up a' hope o' her gettin to 
the kirk that day ava. But wi' muckle show 0' 
hurry the bonnet at last seemed to please, an' we 
baith oot o' the hoose as fast's we could. We 
reached the pavement, but we werena half a dizen 
o' steps frae oor ain door when, * Dae ye hae my 
book, min ? ' quo Marget. 

* No. I thocht ye'd haen't yersel.* 

* Od, ye micht hae seen that I didna hae't. 
Himph ! I never saw sic a stupid ass as ye are in 
a' my born days ! Haste ye an' rin back for my 
book, an' no haud me sittin goupin aboot i' the kirk 
like a wild goose for the want o't' 

* Whaur aboot is't ? ' I asked, turnin to rin back. 

* It's on the drawers-heid i* my hankie,' cried 
Marget, as I darted aff like a shot. I ran up the 
stair, opened the door, an' seized the hankie wi' 
the book in't, as I thocht, shoved it i' my coat-tail 
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pouch, an' oot an' doon the stair an' after Marget 
as gin I hadna anither minute to live. 

* Did ye get it ? ' quo she, when I made up wi' her. 
' O, ay, it's a' richt.' 

We were a fell bit frae the kirk when the bells 
halted ringin, but we hurried on, an' ere lang were 
safely inside o't. Marget gaed steppin doon the 
passage in front o' me haudin up her heid as gin 
a' the place was her ain, an' when she gae a * Hem ! 
hem ! ' o' a hoast, I noticed twa or three o' the 
congregation lookin at her braw bonnet wi' a fell 
envyfu ee ; but I juist steppit alang ahint her lookin 
into my lum hat as gin there was something o' great 
importance i' the croon o't, an' never let on that 
I observed them. Marget seemed to hae some 
difficulty in gettin hersel seated, owin, I supposed, 
to her being fleyed for creasin her new goon. At 
last, an' after ilka body near's had begun to tak 
note o's, she got hersel seated. 1 laid my hat on 
the front o' oor seat, an' sat doon beside her. She 
took oot her sparticles, put them on, an', * Let's 
see my book,' she said. I raise up, took it oot o* 
my pouch, laid it in front o' her, still rowed i' the 
hankie, an' again sat doon. Marget gae a loud 
hoast as she began to unfauld her book, an' amaist 
instantly exclaimed, in a voice loud eneuch to gar 
a'body look at her — 

* My gudeness ! wha ever saw the like ! A 
lump o' beef an' banes ! What garr'd ye dae that, 
ye stupid ass.?' An' ere ever I kent or could 
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prevent her she gae the gude bit pork, which I'd 
taen instead o* her book, a skelp that made it skite 
up against my lum hat, an' baith gaed wallopin i' 
the passage amang the feet o* some o* the folk wha 
were e*en later than we'd been. I kentna hoc to 
look nor what to dae when some o' the folk lauched 
an' ithers looked fearfu severe at Marget an' me. 
But the affair took a sairer baud o' her nerves than 
I had thocht o', for she turned as white's a ghost, 
an' in twa ticks she would hae fa'en on the floor 
gin I hadna grippit her i' my oxter. I could easily 
see that she was as sick's a dog, sae I got baud 0' 
my hat an' helped her oot o' the seat an' ootside 
to the fresh air. When she cam roond a wee she 
buit be hame, an' there she remains since syne. 
An' we didna even get the blessin in the kirk that 
day. . Sae ye may ken. 



I 



THE NANNIE GOAT 

'VE heard that ' man is born to trouble, as the 
sparks fly upward.' Hoo that can be I canna weel 
understand, but I'm fell sure that baith men an' 
wives too bring a lot o' troubles on themsels ; an' 
syne, whenever they begin to find they're a kind 0' 
in a fix, they begin to think they were born to be 
sae situated. But that's no the wey wi' Marget ^n' 
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me. Na, na ; whenever ony ill happens in oor hoose 
it's aye me that gets a* the blame o't ; an' though 
I speak mysel black in the face, tryin to persuade 
Marget that Tm no a'thegither to blame for ilka 
fyke that happens, it's nae use. She winna look ae 
inch ayont me for the hale cause, foondation, an' 
effect o' a' that's wrang within oor door. 

Juist to gie ye a bit inklin o' the thing. It's no 
an age yet sin' Marget had an awfu drow. She 
declared that she was * jui.st slowly dwinishin awa ; ' 
an' aye she gruml'd, an' aye she graned, that nae- 
body would seek to get a thing to mak her better. 
A neebor wife cam in ae day, an' she tauld Marget 
aboot ane o' her ain brithers wha had juist been 
afifeckit the same wey as Marget was, an* that a 
perfect miracle o' a cure had been wrocht on him by 
juist drinkin goat's milk. Marget heard a' the story, 
an' syne she juist said, ' Ow, ay, but naebody cares 
whether I grow better or no!' and gae her nose the 
ither dicht wi' the corner o' her brot 

I heard the story too, an' I thocht that, gin I 
only could fa'. in wi' a goat, I would work a cure 
on Marget. As luck would hae't, that very day, 
when I had gane oot for tippence worth o* pepper- 
mint draps, to try gin they would ease her hoast, 
for she was juist sittin at the cheek o' the fire booch, 
boochyin straucht forrit, what should I meet, no far 
frae oor ain door, but mair than three dizen o' 
nannie goats, wi* a big rough - lookin chiel drivin 
them a' alang. 
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' Gude luck ! here's the very cure at last/ said I 
to mysel, an* wi* that, inbye I gaed to the g^oat chiel, 
an', 'Are ye selling yer goats, min?' quo I. 

* It's myself that's doin that same. Did yez want 
to buy one?' answered the chap. 

' It a' depends. Ye see, my gudewife's no very 
weel, an' I've heard the milk o' nannie goats is gude 
for curin folk. Dae ye think that } ' 

* Curin ! Shure, isn't it me that knows all about 
it! Look yez here. Here is the very goat ye want; 
its milk '11 jist be after makin yer missus as fresh an' 
bloomin as the flowers in Mav ! ' answered the chiel, 
as he grabbed baud o' aboot as weary a specimen 
as I saw amang the lot o' goats. But, ye see, it 
micht weel hae been the best for my purpose, for 
I had nae skill, sae I juist said that it was * awfu 
sma.' 

'Troth, an' its the good quality of the beast, an' 
its milk is all the stronger for that same.' 

* Oh, I see the thing. Ay, an' hoo muckle would 
ye be seekin for a beastie like that } ' I cautiously 
enquired, as I didna want the chiel to think I was 
anxious to get the bit craiter. The chiel took me 
a wee bit ootowre frae the goats an' folk wha were 
lookin at ihem, as gin he didna want a'body to 
ken the bargain he was gaen to gie me, an' he 
laichly said, * Shure, mister, seein it's for the good 
of the owld woman that yez want the goat, I will 
give it yez for thirty shillins.' 

* Thirty shillins ! It's no me that'll gie that for't, 
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I can tell ye!' quo I, for the chiel had near taen 
rny breath awa. 

* What will yez give nne ? Give me an offer for 
the beast,* quo the chiel, as he again whupped haud 
o' the bit beastie by its beard an' brocht it inbye to 
me. ' Give me an offer,* he persisted. 

* Na, na ; I dinna want to male a fule o* ye wi* 
my offer/ 

*The divel a fool yez will make of me though 
yez offer me thruppence for the goat,' replied the 
chiel. 

* Tm no sic a fule*s offer ye that, though.' 

* What do yez say then } * quo he. 

*ril gie ye thirteen shillins for't,' I ventured 
to say. 

The chiel turned frae me like's gin Td greatly 
insulted him, an' I felt a kind o' little for offerin 
sae far aneath his price. But amaist instantly he 
turned again to me an' offered to tak twenty-twa an' 
saxpence for the beastie. To mak some amends for 
my former sma offer I raise to fifteen shillins, 
without the least thocht o' gettin the goatie ; but 
afore I weel kent what I had offered, the chiel gae 
me a clap on the shouther, an', * Good luck to yez ! 
the goat's yer own,' he said. 

I had half a sovereign in the boddom o' my 
snuff- mull, which I had saved up unbekent to 
Marget, an' she had gien me a five shillin piece, aff 
o' which I was to buy the peppermint draps. I gae 
them baith to the chiel, an' grippin haud o' the hair 
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o* the goatie's back, I dragged the beastie awa frae 
its neebors an' into oor ain passage. Juist as I 
entered the passage — 

* What in a' the warld's this neist ? * cried Marget, 
wha was juist on the second stap o' the stair makin 
her wey to the ashpit wi* a grain aise i' the shovel 

'There's the cure for ye noo, Marget. Ye'll no 
want for nannie goat's milk in a hurry, I'm thinkin,' 
I cheerfully exclaimed, as I admiringly looked first 
at my purchase an' syne at Marget. 

* Whaur hae ye faen in wi' sic a miserable - like 
sharger? Goat's milk! Himph! I would be sair made 
afore I tried to tak milk frae sic a pennyworth!' 
quo Marget, wi' a toss o' her heid. 

* It's no sic a sharger as ye think, Marget. It's 
juist the kind o't ; an' the man said it was the best 
milker in's flock,* I replied, nane ower weel taen wi' 
Marget's estimate o' my bargain. 

Marget cam doon the twa staps, laid her hand 
on the goatie's hurdies, an', 'Preserve a' body! sic 
a skeleton I never saw in a' my life. Milk ! Himph! 
I would as soon look to get milk oot o' the taings 
as oot o' that,' cried Marget, as she held awa to the 
ashpit wi' the grain aise. 

I trailed the goatie awa through the passage after 
Marget, an' when she flang oot the aise, I bade her 
bring down a bowl, an' I wad soon let her see the 
real curative milk. Awa she gaed, an' cam doon to 
me wi' a big basin, near big eneuch to baud the 
bit goatie a'thegither in. Hooever, I fand nae 
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objection ; but, * Od, Marget, yell best try the 
milkin o't ; yell be handier at it than me/ I said, 
as Marget offered me the basin. 

' Me milk the sharger ! Hop dae ye think I 
could dae't ? I never milked a coo, let alane the 
like o' that/ answered Marget. 

* It's easy dune ; juist keep pu'in, an' that s a', I 
insisted. 

' Himph ! What'll I hae to dae wi' ye neist, 
I wonder ? ' quo Marget, as she put the basin 
below the goatie. an* sittin doon on her hunkers, 
she began to scutter at the beastie's tits, an' I held 
on by the goatie's heid, to gar't stand, ye ken. 
I anxiously watched the operation for a minute or 
twa, but feint a drap milk was coming into the 
basin. At last — 

* Tach ! ye may as weel try to get milk not o' 
my Tam cat as oot o' that ! ' cried Marget, as she 
stood straucht up. 

'Nae fear o't Juist haud ye the heid o't, 
Marget, an' 1*11 wager I'll sune let ye see the richt 
wey to milk a beast.' 

Marget took haud o* the beast's heid, an* I began 
to try my hand at the job. I could hear something 
in the goatie's pock, aye fizzin like when I guttered 
wi' its tits, but I could juist bring as muckle milk 
frae it as Marget did ; an* whether the beastie was 
tired o' oor manoeuvres, or only wanted to dance a 
jig, 1 canna tell, but a' at ance, it gae a loup into 
the basin wi' a' its four feet, at the same time giein 
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Marget sic a punch wi' it's heid that she gaed ower 
wi' a skloit on her back on the grund, while the 
basin gaed in twa bits. 

' Gude gracious ! what's adae wi' ye ? Hoc did 
ye no hing on to it's heid ? ' I cried to Marget. 

' Oh ! ah ! eh ! nny back's broken to bits ! I 
'sure ye ! nnony a cantrip ye've played me, but it's 
a' ower wi' nne noo,' graned Marget, as she quickly 
got on her feet again, an' nae suner did her een 
licht on the broken basin than, * Weel, weel ! there's 
my gude saxpenny basin ca'd to bits wi* that rickle 
o' banes ye've brocht here.' 

'Ye're no muckle waur, are ye.?' I speir'd at 
Marget, as I made a grab at the goatie's wee tail, 
to keep the wratch frae loupin ower the dyke at 
oor backdoor, a thing it was juist in the act o' daen 
when I spoke. Marget cried something to me, but 
what it was I canna tell ; for nae suner did I pu' 
the wratch o' a beast aff the dyke than it turned 
aboot to me, an' ere ever I wot it gae me a sunk 
wi' its heid that fairly doubled me up. * Yea would ! 
ye limmer! would ye putt me.?' I cried, as I 
lichted on the tap o' the craiter an' gripped it in 
my oxter. The goatie struggled, an' I stack til't 
like a limpet to a rock, until we faucht ower near 
a' the bleachin green; but the warst o't a' to me was 
that Marget juist screamed wi' lauchter. I juist did 
feel wicked at that. Hooever, even her lauchter did 
me a gude turn, for oor neebor wife, hearin the 
soond, an' wonderin what it a' could mean, cam oot 
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to see, an' she gae me a hand to tie a bit rope 
aboot the goaties neck to tether't wi'. 

* Ha, ha, ha! Weel, Tm sure! folk are aye sae 
wise, ye see ! But Tm thinkin, Robin '11 no get 
leave to forget buying sic a grand milk coo this first 
twelnnonths ! ' lauched Marget, in her maist cuttin 
manner. 

* Oh, Tm no sure o* that. It's a bonnie beastie, 
but juist some timorous,* replied oor neebor. 

* Ow, ay ! We'll no want plenty milk noo,' quo 
Marget again. 

* Does't gie milk, Robin.?' speir'd oor neebor; an' 
afore I could reply, 

* Ow, ay, it's %^y like that ; there's aboot as 
muckle milk in't as in yer washin - stule,' Marget 
made answer. 

* Whaur are ye to keep the beastie } ' oor neebor 
speir'd at me. 

' Whaur am I to keep it } Od, I took nae thocht 
o' that ava,' I answered, as I clawed my heid an' 
looked frae oor neebor to the goatie. At hearin 
this Marget gae a contemptuous *himph,' tossed her 
heid in a disdainfu style, an' sailed awa to the hoose, 
leavin oor neebor an' me to settle the subject as 
best we could. After oor neebor an' me had thocht 
on a heip o' schemes, we finally decided to put the 
beastie in oor coal -hoose, an' her wee laddie set 
afif oot the road, wi' a pockie aneath his oxter, for 
a pucklie girse til't, an' I gaed my wa's to the hoose 
to my wark. I sat doon to my wark as sune's I 
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gaed to the hoose withoot sayin a word, for I could 
plainly see that Marget wasna in a very pleasant 
mood, as she was reengin first in ae drawer o* the 
dresser an' syne in anither, apparently for something 
that wasna there ava ; an' aye she dauded things 
aboot wi' muckle vigour. I wrocht awa, thinkin 
that the storm o' temper would blaw by in a wee 
while. An* I wasna mistaen either, for, at the lang 
length, Marget sat doon in her chair an' juist took 
an awfu fit o' hoastin. * Whaur did ye lay my 
peppermint draps, min ? ' quo she, as . sune as she 
had gotten her breath gathered. 

* I didna buy them, Marget,* I meekly replied. 

* Ow, na ! ye're ower muckle taen up wi' bairns' 
playthings to mind what ye e'en gaed oot for, but 
let's see my siller an' I'll ging my errand mysel,' 
quo Marget, as she cam ben to me an* held oot her 
hand for her five-shillin piece. I hardly kent hoo 
to look; but I stammered oot, *I gae yer siller for 
the nannie goatie, Marget.' 

* Hae a care o' me ! It's nae wonder though folk 
be puir when they fling awa siller in sic a reckless 
fashion. My gude five - shillin bit flung awa for 
aboot five bawbees' worth o' banes! Weel, I'm 
sure ! ' ejaculated Marget, as she held up baith her 
hands an' looked to the roof in utter horror at my 
extravagance. But gin she'd kent the hale extent 
o' my investment I wouldna hae wondered though 
she had a kind o* been angry aboot it. As it was, 
she had nae words strong eneuch to express her 
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disapproval o' my conduct, an' I had juist to hear 
her an' haud my tongue. 

'Ilka noo an* then the pitifu bleat o* the goatie 
cam ringin on my ears, an\ as sure*s it did sae, I 
aye got the ither snoiter aboot the beastie frae 
Marget The day wore to evenin, an' aboot seven 
o'clock in cam Andrew Forres, an', * Ay, Robin, I 
hear that ye've bocht a nannie?' quo he. 

* Imphim, that's true,' quo I. 

' What did ye gie for't } ' quo he. 

* He gae hale five shillins o' my siller for't, an', I 
'sure ye, a fule an' their siller's soon parted, for the 
craiter's juist a rickle o' banes,' quo Marget 

* Only five bob for't ! Ye've gotten a bargain, 
Robin ; an' I would gie that for't mysel, if it is a 
milker. Does't gie milk, Robin.?* asked Andrew. 

* The chiel I bocht it frae said it did ; but I 
tried to milk it, an' there's naething in't but wind,' 
I replied. 

* 'Deed ay ; an' besides a' that, the beastie near 
ca'd the life o' Robin oot after he had pu'd at its 
bit pockie. I 'sure ye, Robin '11 no forget the daudin 
he got in a hurry, whether it has milk or wind 
in't,' remarked Marget, wi' an appearance o' pleasure. 

*Come awa an' let's see yer bargain,' quo. Andrew. 
I got up, an' takin a flagon in my hand, wi' a puckle 
aitmeal in't, we gaed doon to the coal-hoose. 

I poured the meal into a half o' Marget's broken 
basin, an' the goatie began to eat wi* apparent relish. 
Andrew examined the beastie a' ower, an' bade me 
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fauts, as Marget saw them, I could stand to be deaved 
nae langer, sae I juist got rid o' the beastie. But 
what I got for*t I'll no tell» as to this day Marget 
thinks it was the heicht o* extravagance to gie her 
five-shillin bit for't ; an\ for fear she kens mair aboot 
it, the less I noo say will be a' the better for the 
peace o' oor hoose. But, gin I buy anither nannie 
goat, 111 tak gude care no to exceed the value o' 
Marget*s five shillins for a real gude ane. Syne I'll 
hae half a chance, when I sell't, to leave a margin 
on the richt side o' the ledger. 



MORALISING 

V 

WEEL, sirs, after a' is said an* dune, this is a 
weary warld to live in. No that the warld 
itsel is a bad kind o* a place by ony means. 
It's as far frae that as weel can be ; but it's the 
trouble that fa's to oor share as we pass through't 
that maks a body wearied o' the journey, sometimes 
lang ere they reach the end o't. We canna ca' 
this warld itsel an evil abode, an' bold would the 
cuif be wha daured say it was. 

When we stand on some hill in early summer, 
lookin doon on field, stream, an' wood, a' laid oot 
at oor feet, sae to speak, an' the bonnie sunshine 
makin a' sae cheerin, an' the gentlest breeze waftin 



Moralising i6i 

mony sweet perfumes toward us, ane*s mind rises 
abune a' earthly cares in admiration o* the paradise 
before him ; an* it's only when he descends to a 
lower level, baith in position an' contemplation, that 
the beauties o' Nature an* her Creator gie place to 
mair lowly, less cheerin themes an' views. 

There's Marget an' mysel, for instance, hae had 
cor wee day o' happiness, like ither folk. We hae 
had some little joys as we journeyed up the hill o' 
life. It didna tak muckle to mak's happy. Gin she 
got a new goon at an antrin time, an* her auld 
bonnet made new ance or twice i' the year, she was 
aye weel pleased, an' aye made oot to get a' ither 
thing she was needin. An' for my ain pairt, gin I 
got a lintie or twa, saw Princie an' Marget a' richt, 
an* got kind o* peace to live, I was a* content, as we 
toddled alang Wi' ane anither. An* noo, at near 
the eleventh hour, here we are near the foot o' 
the brae. A' the bonnie scenes that ance lay 
before's hae slowly faded awa as we slowly descended. 
Mony are the charmin views that we can yet 
remember — views that raised oor aspirations as we 
looked at them, till we began to think oor een 
could never tire lookin, an' that oor very life would 
become blackest desolation gin they were taen awa 
frae's. But slowly they faded, as slowly we cam 
doon the brae. Ithers took their place for a wee, 
but only to gie place to ithers still ; an' it was only 
when oor braw views had lang been gane beyond 
a' recall that we discovered oor loss, an' that we 
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realised hoo charmin they had been. Mony a frien 
an' acquaintance set oot wi' us to climb life's road : 
some gae up the task ere it was weel begun — oh, 
happy souls ! — ithers cam farther an' disappeared 
also, until, when we noo look aroond 's, there's nane 
left wha set oot wi' us. No ae ane ! Ane by ane 
hae they left this scene, an' that in sae gradual a 
wey that we hardly missed their presence, except 
they were ane o' oor ain, wi' whom we had held 
sweetest communion amaist ilka day. But when ane 
o' them fell asleep — oh, hoo oor hearts did ache! 
The beautifu views o' this warld then seemed draped 
in a coverin o' deepest gloom, an' the charmin 
scenes, where oor departed jewel an' oorsels used 
aften to delight to wander, whilst we breathed oor 
deepest love an' maist secret desires to ither, noo 
seemed desolate, cheenged, an' charmless. Grief 
sat enthroned, an' we daily prostrated oorsels before 
her for a season, until life itself becam a burden 
amaist ower heavy to be borne. Were we ony 
better o' a' oor sorrow, or was oor frien, peacefu 
sleepin i' the mools, ony better o't t No ae grain ! 
Not only sae, but oor tears, sighs, an' groans, though 
daen nae gude to the peacefu sleeper, did oorsels a 
lot o' harm, by wastin the strength gien's to enable 
us to push on to yon goal, where we, too, shall 
surely find rest. An' why should we lament because 
some o' oor dearest had gained that rest suner than 
we } Their struggle was only a wee shorter than 
what oors has had to be — we hae mony a time 
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wished to rest where they hae reached — an' surely it 
is fulish in us, at the least, to lament because their 
labour is at an end, an' they hae gained the reward 
that we oorsels hope for, an' that is surely comin, 
though no juist sae sune as theirs has dune. 

We maun ging awa oot o' this, I aften tell 
Marget, to mak room for abler folk to carry on the 
wark o' this warld a wee bittie farer than we've dune 
in oor day. But she winna believe me. I try to 
explain to her as weel's I can that a' aroond us has 
been, an' still is, cheengin, an' that gin this hadna 
been sae this warld would still hae been but a 
howlin wilderness; ay, it michtna hae been ava gin 
ilka thing had been forced to remain as it was at 
first. But dae ye think she'll believe me } Nae 
fear o' her ! An' when I offer to let her understand, 
as far's I ken mysel, that it wouldna hae dune ava 
gin the law hadna been that folk are far better to 
sleep frae their labours than to hae to labour on for 
an everlastin, e'en after they're no fit for't, an* to the 
exclusion o' ithers ; an' that this warld would never 
hae been worth a docken gin the first folk in't had 
remained stationary, never leavin't augmented, nor 
moved it oot o' the bit — when I mention that, as I've 
said, she juist ca's me a bletherin fule. At least, 
that was the wey o't for mony a day, until I saw 
that I really was a fule for tryin to impress her 
mind wi' the greatness an' grandeur o' sic a theme. 
I saw it was nae use, an' I gae't up as a hopeless 
case ; an' noo a- days, when she gets doon i* the 
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mou aboot the severity o' her pains, the loss o' some 
cronie, or e'en because she's no able to compete wi' 
ithers i* the wey o' gettin the newest style o' bonnet 
or goon — for it's no easy to tell at times which is the 
maist painfu to endure — I juist try to cheer her up 
by miscain a' the fashions that she would like, but 
canna get ; an', od, ye would wonder to see the 
gude effect that that has on her speerits. A merry 
heart is a continual feast, they say ; an' though I 
say't, wha shouldna, I gie Marget mony a happy 
hour that she wouldna hae gin I couldna cheer her 
in this same wey. Of coorse, we canna be merry 
at a' times, nor male' merry on a' occasions ; that 
would never dae ; but when we can look e'en on 
oor greatest trials an' oor deepest waes as but oor 
share o' the common lot o' man, an' that they will 
sune pass awa, or, what comes to the same thing, 
we'll sune pass awa frae them, it has a wonderfu 
gude effect in savin's frae aye gaen aboot wi' a 
face on's aboot a yard lang, an' as sour like as gin 
we'd been suckled on vinegar. 

Od, there was juist the ither week an awfu 
mischanter befell Marget, ane that gin ye'd seen 
her a meenit or twa after't happened ye would hae 
thocht she never could hae smiled mair in this warld. 
Ye see, she had gotten her bonnet hame frae 
Kirsteena Kantrips, wha had been daen't up anew 
to gar't dae a' this summer yet. Oor neebor cam 
up to inspect the style o' the get-up o' the heid- 
dress, to see would she hae hers dune i' the 
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same fashion, an' as baith she an' Marget were 
earnestly engaged in studyin the mysteries o* makin 
auld things look maist gude as new, the voice 
o' oor neebor's wee loonie broke in upon their 
meditations an' remarks as he cam in the passage 
door yowlin i' the maist heartrendin manner, * Oh, 
deal me ! Jockie Lobison's taen my ba' and licket me.' 

*Od, I'll gie that loon Robinson a gude thrashin, 
that I will, for my bairns canna look ootowre the 
door for him.' 

' It's a great shame o' the auld rascal to tak the 
bit ba' that I gae a penny for to gie't to the bairn ! 
Od, gin I were you I would scult the lug o' him, 
or else gar his mither dae't,* cried oor neebor an' 
Marget at ance, an' baith o' them hurried doon 
stairs. In twa or three meenits ye would hae thocht 
the Tower o* Babel was at oor door, there was sic 
a tonguein got up amang the neebors, but shortly 
the din gradually grew less, till at last the tootin 
o' oor neebor's wee loonie an' the voices o' his 
mither an' Marget were the only soonds I heard — 
a clear sign that they had come aff victorious A 
fell while elapsed ere Marget cam up stairs again, 
but when she did come up, nae suner was her 
nose in at oor door than, * Did ye lay past my 
bonnet, min } ' quo she. 

* No me ; I've never moved oot o' the spot ye 
left me in sin' ye gaed oot,' I replied, looking butt 
the hoose to see hoo she was speirin sic a question 
at me. 
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She keeked into the bed, syne at the dresser- 
heid — a sure indication that she didna mind whaur 
she'd left the bonnet — syne she gae a scraich o' sic 
eldrich dimensions that 1 hurried towards her, fearin 
she'd maybe taen an ill turn o' some kind. But 
ere I reached her she sprang forrit to her chair, 
where I observed Tam, the cat, was sedately sittin 
washin's face, an' ere I could say ae word she gae the 
unoffendin beast sic a skelp that he walloped heels- 
ower heid on the floor, leavin Marget's braw bonnet 
a' crushed an' crumpled on the spot he'd been sittin 
on. She up wi' the dilapidated bonnet, gae a look at 
it, an', in dumb despair, held it up to me. When I 
saw't a' agee, an' thocht on the cause, I couldna 
help frae lauchin. This seemed to put the /:roonin 
stroke on the disaster, for she gae vent to her feelins 
in a burst o' grief that I haena seen the like o' for 
mony a day. The bonnet she had praised sae 
highly afore she gaed oot was dashed frae her wi' 
sic vengeance that it gaed skliff across the floor an' 
into my wark-placie, garrin Princie come oot o's 
bed below my stule an' tak a smell o't to see was't a 
livin thing. Doon sat Marget on her chair, greetin 
as gin her heart would brak, an' try's 1 liked to 
console her she wouldna be comforted, nor would 
she gie me an answer ava. 

1 put on my coat an' hat, gaed ben to my wark- 
placie, slippit the wreck o' a bonnet into the pock 
I carry hame the boots an* shoon in, an' withoot 
open in my mou I gaed oot an' awa yont to Kirsteena 
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Kantrips wi't again, an' beggit her to mak the bonnet 
richt wi' a' speed, gin she wanted to save Marget 
frae deein o' a broken heart. 

Kirsteena proved hersel worthy o* a' the praise 
I Ve heard Marget an' oor neebor gie her, by haen 
the bonnet dune an' returned to oor hoose that very 
nicht, to the great joy o' Marget, wha kent naething 
aboot hoo I had dune wi' the bonnet till Kirsteena 
brocht it in, an' for ance I've been praised, wi' nae 
stint, for my leeberal behaviour. But, ye see, a' her 
greetin did nae gude. an', gin it hadna been Kirsteena, 
she micht hae been greetin yet, withoot daen mair 
than hurtin hersel an' grievin ither folk. 

Sae, when we're owertaen i' the journey through 
life by calamities o' ony kind, we'll find it the best 
plan aye to look them i' the face wi' as muckle 
calmness as we can command. We mayna aye be 
able to control oor emotions, but — 

* Confide ye aye in Providence, 

For Providence is kind. 
An* bear ye a' life's changes 

Wi* a calm an* tranquil mind. 
Though pressed an* hemmed on ilka side, 

Hae faith an* ye*ll win through, 
For ilka blade o' grass 

Keps its ain drap o* dew.* 

'Deed ay, sirs, I aye try to impress Marget's 
mind wi' that view o' this life when she's grumlin 
aboot her rheums an' ither ailments. But instead o' 
her bein pleased to hear that she has only . a sma' 
share, an' that her ain ane, o' this warld's ills, it's 
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the very reverse. For her ailments seem to increase ; 
she accuses me o' haen nae sympathy, an' begins to 
picter oot a' the meeserable an' dolefu condition Til 
be in when she wears awa. Noo, though I maun 
thole't, I dinna like that. It's no aye the frailest 
ship that gings first ashore, as I aften tell her; an', 
as we hae toddled sae far through life thegither, aye 
feelin sae canty, it would be a big blessin to her gin 
I'm spared to lay her heid i' the mools. When that's 
dune, I carena hoo sune I also join her in the land 
o' the leal. 
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ANDREW WALLACE: 



OR, THE COTTAGE BY THE LADLE WELL 



Chapter L 

LONG before the din of mill or factory was heard 
in Arbroath there stood a small thatched house 
near the Ladle Well, on the road leading from 
Arbroath to Auchmithie ; and to-day a few trees still 
mark the place where once stood 

* The garden fu* o* bonnie flowers, 
A* smellin sae sweet an* rarely, — 
Where birdies hidlin i' the bowers 
Sang to nicht frae momin early.' 

This house was at the time of our tale tenanted by 
Andrew Wallace and his wife Janet, with their only 
child, a girl of some two years old. Andrew was 
an honest, hard-working man, and lived in com- 
parative comfort from the produce of the few acres 
of land adjoining his house. Few were more 
respected by their neighbours than Andrew and 
Janet Wallace. 

It was Christmas Eve, and all out of doors was 
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deeply covered with snow. The wind carried the 
moaning sound of the sea to the cottage near the 
Ladle Well, and made the branches of the few trees 
at the foot of the garden creak and groan as if 
complaining of the dark, cold night outside. Andrew 
sat by the fire-side making glad the hearts of Janet 
and his little daughter with the lively strains of his 
fiddle, and even trusty Watchie, the collie, would 
now and again raise his head and look admiringly 
at his master as some of the strains made him open 
his drowsy eyelids. 

' Sic a wild nicht this is oot o' doors/ said Janet ; 
* I pity ony puir thing that may be hameless in this 
weather ! ' 

Andrew laid his fiddle on the small table by his 
side, and as he began to rosin the bow he looked 
lovingly at Janet, as she sat with wee Janet on her 
knee, saying, ' YeVe real richt, Janet, lassie. There's 
mony a ane this nicht that would be prood to be as 
snug as we are. When I was yont at Dickmontlaw 
this forenoon I saw a regiment o' sodgers on their 
wey frae Fort George to Edinburgh, an' I was richt 
wae to see sae mony wyce-like chiels sae sair made 
wi' travellin sae far in sic weather as we Ve had this 
while back. Some o' the sodgers* wives that were 
travellin wi' their men had bits o' bairnies i* their 
arms, an' the puir bodies seemed sair, sair needin 
rest. Dickmont's wife gaed doon to the road-side 
wi' twa big pails fu' o' warm milk, and gae drinks 
o't to the bairns an' their mithers, forbye giein them 
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weel -buttered scones an' cheese oot o' a big basket 
that her lassie cam doon wi*. Mony a blessin they 
got frae baith auld an' young o' the pairty. The 
men, puir fellows! may never see hame again, as 
they are to sail frae Leith, I heard ; gaen oot to 
the war, ye ken/ 

* Puir things ! ye mak my heart sair, Andrew, 
when ye tell me o' the puir craiters o' wives an* 
bairns. A puir Christmas this will be to them, I 
hae nae doot/ 

* There can be nae doot o' that, Janet, lassie ; 
but there's twal o'clock, an' I wish you an' Janetie 
a merry Christmas, an' mony o' them may we see.' 
And as Andrew spoke he rose up, went across the 
hearth, and kissed his wife and daughter. 

*Weel I wot, Andrew, my laddie ; I wish ye the 
same, an' may we aye be as happy as we hae been. 
But what can ail Watchie; he's awfu restless.? Surely 
there's naebody aboot the place in sic a nicht.?' 

* I dinna think there will be ony ane aboot the 
place ; it's maybe some ither dog, though. Come 
inbye an' lie doon, Watch ; what are ye wheanin 
at there, min } ' 

The collie came and lay down at the fire again ; 
but still he continued to emit low barks and grumbling 
sounds, as if quite dissatisfied. 

* There maun be something oot there, Andrew ; 
for I'm sure Watchie wouldna behave like that gin 
there wasna a reason for't. What is't, Watchie ? 
what is't, min } ' 
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As Janet spoke the dog got up, gave a low bark, 
and again went to the door and scratched on it as 
if he wanted out. 

* Surely there's some ane there after a* ; Til ging 
oot an' look roond aboot the place, Janet, an' see.' 

As Andrew spoke he was putting on his shoes. 
He then went and took his coat off the pin at the 
foot of the bed, put it and his bonnet on, saying to 
the dog as he did so, * We'll go then, Watchie, 
laddie, an' see what it is that's troublin ye.' 

The dog gave a satisfied kind of low bark, and 
stood wagging his tail, ready to go whenever his 
master opened the door. When Andrew opened 
the door the wind came in with a great burst, 
carrying a thick shower of snow with it, making 
the light of the lamp flicker and look so feeble that 
it seemed about to die away. 

*Tak care o' yersel, Andrew, as it micht be some 
o' thae gangrel gipsies that's prowlin aboot,' cried 
Janet 

' They'll no harm me, my lassie, or else they are 
ill bodies,' replied Andrew as he closed the door. 

All was still outside for a few minutes, with tlie 
exception of the wind's moaning and the dull patter 
of the snow-flakes on the window. At length Janet 
was startled to hear the voice of Andrew calling, 
* Oh, Janet, come here ; haste ye, haste ye ! ' 

Janet set down her little daughter and threw her 
cloak over her shoulders, and ran out in obedience 
to her husband's call. 
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* Whaur are ye, Andrew, an' what's wrang ? ' cried 
Janet, as she hurried in the direction of the few 
stacks that formed their farm-yard. 

' Oh, Janet, come awa here ; this is an awfu state 
for ony fellow-mortal to be in, an' us no to ken ! ' 

As Janet joined her husband, a pitiful sight was 
presented to view. Stretched by the side of one 
of the stacks was a young woman, and in her arms, 
wrapped in a plaid, a child. Both were nearly 
covered with the fast -falling snow, and apparently 
dead. 

* His presence be wi' us a', Andrew ; wha can 
thae be ? But let's get them inside an' try to revive 
them. They're maybe only benumbed wi' cauld.' 
As Janet said this she lifted the child, who, on being 
moved, uttered a faint cry. 

* Thank gudeness ! the puir wee thing's livin yet. 
Bring ye its mither, Andrew, an' we'll maybe get 
them roond again.' 

Andrew lifted the prostrate form in his strong 
arms, and followed Janet to the cottage fire -side. 
Watchie followed them, and stood by looking at 
what was taking place, giving an occasional whine, as 
if he understood the serious character of the scene; 
whilst wee Janetie sat looking on in mute surprise. 

* Lay the puir thing doon afore the fire, Andrew, 
an' rin as fast as ye can into the toon for a doctor, 
an' I'll dae the best I can till ye come back.' 

' I'll no be lang till I be back, Janet, an' I hope 
that ye'll hae them some better afore I reach your 
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length again. Losh keep's a', but this is an a^vfu 
job to happen at oor very door/ As Andrew spoke 
he vanished out at the door with all the speed he 
could command. 

When Andrew left, Janet at once began to try 
to comfort the unlooked for occupants of her little 
kitchen. She unfolded the plaid that wrapped up 
the stranger's child, and found that the child — a 
boy about one year old — ^was very little exhausted 
by its exposure, owing to being well covered up 
with the plaid. She laid the child in the arms of 
wee Janetie — who seemed quite proud of her charge 
— and turned her attention to its mother. As Janet 
looked on the pale pinched face of the young 
mother that lay on the rug before the fire, as if in 
deep sleep, the tears streamed down her cheeks. 
' Puir lassie ! puir lassie ! I doot ye hae been sair, 
sair made afore it's come to this wi' you,' sighed 
Janet, as she busied herself in chafing the cold, 
stiff hands of the stranger between her own. She 
tried all the means that her kindly heart could 
devise to bring back the woman to a state of 
consciousness, without any apparent success ; still 
the same fixed, death-like appearance remained. At 
length Janet resolved to put the stranger into the 
kitchen-bed, and proceeded to take off her dress, 
As she was unloosing the dress, a letter and a large 
silver locket fell from the woman's bosom to the 
floor. Janet with great difficulty lifted up the 
insensible form and laid her in the bed, at the 
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same time wrapping her well in warmed blankets. 
She then went and lifted the letter and locket from 
the floor, and on looking at the locket she found 
that it contained the likeness of a young man in 
military uniform. As she stood looking on the 
handsome face the door was opened and the doctor 
and Andrew entered. 

* Oh, come awa, doctor, for you're sair needed 
here,' cried Janet, in a tremulous voice. 

* So Andrew has been telling me as we were 
coming out,' replied the doctor, as he took off his 
hat and cloak, shaking the snow from them as he 
did so. *We will look at your patient, Mrs Wallace, 
if you please. Just bring the light, and we will 
see what can be done.' 

Janet lifted the lamp, and went to the bedside 
with it. The doctor looked for a few seconds on 
the still form that lay on the bed, then he felt the 
pulse of the patient, and slowly shook his head. 

* Is she awfu ill, doctor.?' asked Janet. 

* Very ill, indeed ; in fact, my good friends, 1 
may at once tell you that the girl is dying. She 
has been very far gone in a fatal disease, and the 
cold and exposure that she has had have almost 
extinguished the feeble spark of life that she had 
left remaining.* 

* Oh, puir lassie ; an' her wee bit lammie o' a bairn 
will be left withoot a mither! Oh, wha can she be, 
or whaur can she hae come frae } Can ye dae 
naething to help her, doctor } ' 
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' I am heartily sorry to say that she is beyond all 
earthly skill. Does she have anything with her that 
would lead to the discovery of who she is or where 
she may have come from ? ' 

* When I was takin aff her claes to put her i' 
the bed that letter an' locket on the table there fell 
oot o' her breist. Maybe the letter micht tell wha 
she is ? ' replied Janet 

The doctor lifted the letter and read : 

Darling Lucy, — I am grieved to learn, from my servant Jack, 
that you have had to leave your home. You will never be able to 
maintain yourself in your present condition by your own labour. 

Go to Edinburgh to James . He knows all, and will see to 

it that you are well treated till I return. I will then be of age, 
and at liberty to proclaim to all that which must, for our future 
happiness, now be kept secret. — Your own Andrew 

He laid down the letter with a sigh, lifted the 
locket and looked at the portrait in it, saying, as he 
did so, * Poor girl ! poor girl ! ' 

* Ken ye ony thing o' wha it is, doctor .? ' asked 
Andrew. 

' No, Andrew, I do not ; but I can see that the 
portrait represents an officer in the army, and I fear 
that there is something wrong. But where is the 
stranger s child, Mrs Wallace } ' 

* Preserves a', doctor ! I hae clean forgotten a' 
aboot it, an' my ain Janetie as weel ; but here they 
are baith, sleepin in ithers' arms, wi' their heids laid 
on Watchie for their pillow.' 
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The doctor approached the sleeping children, and 
as he bent over them, Watch ie looked suspiciously 
at him, and gave a low growl. * Lord bless the 
poor children,' half whispered the doctor. 

'Amen, amen,' replied Andrew and Janet in 
subdued tones. 

* Well, my friends, I do not think I can be of 
any service to you, or do your patient any good, so 
I will just leave you, and I hope we may yet see 
many happier Christmas days than this will be to 
you.' As the doctor spoke he put on his cloak, and, 
lifting his hat, he held out his hand, first to Andrew, 
then to Janet, saying, 'Good morning, good morning 
to you all.' 

Janet could not speak. She sobbed aloud, and 
buried her face in her apron to hide her tears. 
Andrew went to the door with the doctor, and 
when outside Janet cried after him — * Oh, Andrew, 
ye micht ging ower to Culloden an' speir gin the 
gudewife would come owerbye, to favour's.* 

* ril dae that, Janet, lassie,' replied the husband, 
and the door closed, leaving Janet with her patient 
and children. She lifted up the children, the young 
stranger first, then her own, fed and undressed them, 
and laid them in each others' arms, in Janetie's little 
bed, and shortly after this was done, Andrew, with 
the gudewife of Culloden, arrived. 

*Come awa inbye. Mistress Fyfe,' said Janet. *rm 
wae to hae to trouble ye at this oor o' the mornin ; 
but this is a sad job on's.' 

M 
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* 'Deed is't, Janet ; but we hae mony a trouble to 
thole as we journey through this weary warld.' As 
Mrs Fyfe spoke she lifted the lamp and held it 
so that she might see the face of the unconscious 
stranger. * She's been a bonnie lassie afore she 
grew sae awfu thin an' piket like ; but she's near 
the end o' her trials noo, Janet ; an' I think, 
as we sit an' watch for the end, that we'd better 
read a bittie o' the Book. It micht dae some 
gude. 

Janet laid the Book on the little table by the 
bedside, and seated herself by the side of Mts Fyfe, 
who proceeded to read. As she read, *And ye now, 
therefore, have sorrow : but I will see you again, 
and your hearts shall rejoice, and your joy no man 
taketh from you,* Janet noticed' the hands of the 
dying mother moving about as if searching for 
something, and she went for her little son and 
pressed his cheek against his mother's lips. A 
smile gently settled on the mother's face, as if she 
felt happy that her loved one was near. She gave 
one long, deep sigh, and then the poor travel-stained 
young mother's spirit passed away beyond all earthly 
care. As Janet was laying the stranger's little son 
in bed beside Janetie again, Mrs Fyfe^ began to sing 
in a mournful tone : 

Rest, poor pilgrim, from thy sorrow, 

All thy troubles here are o*er ; 
Gone thou art to spend to-morrow 

On yon bright, blissful, happy shore. 
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To-morrow there shall last for ever, 
And not one tear shall dim thy eye ; 

Sorrow comes not there — ah ! never 
On that shore is heard a sigh. 

We, thy humble fellow-mortals. 

Soon shall be like thee laid low ; 
We shall enter death's dark portals, 

And from all we love here go. 

But yonder there is peace and rest 
From every trouble, grief, and care ; 

Though here we may be sore oppressed. 
We'll yonder dwell in mansions fair. 

* Eh, Mistress Fyfe, I wonder hoo ye can sing ! 
Tm sure my heart's sair when I think o' that puir 
young lassie bein taen frae her bonnie bairnie, an' I 
keqna what's to come o' the puir wee thing ava.' 

* What would prevent me frae singing, Janet, 
aboot oor hame yonder, an' a' its joys that are 
prepared for's a' that dae His will here.? Gin ye 
live to be as auld as I am, Janet, maybe ye'll long 
to be there ; an' ye see I'm noo past the allotted 
time here that maist folk get, an' it's little wonder 
that I think or sing o* the place whaur I expect 
sae sune to be But ye was wonderin what was to 
come o' the bairn } Weel, it's easy to be seen that 
its mither had been nae common gangrel body, an' 
I think ye micht dae waur than keep the mitherless 
bairn till we see gin ony ane seeks after it. It micht 
be a blessing to ye yet, gin a' be dune. What say 
ye to that, Janet.?' 

* Weel, Mistress Fyfe, I'm sure, I kenna what or 
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hoo to dae ; but gin Andrew be willin Y\\ hae nae 
objections ; an' ye can speir at him when he comes 
in frae the byre, whaur he's scutterin this while, 
feeding Crummie, an' reddin up, I suppose. But here 
he comes himsel, sae ye can see aboot it at him.' 

The kitchen door opened, and Andrew entered. 
Looking anxiously to the kitchen bed, he saw that 
the poor wayfarer was no more. Mrs Fyfe observed 
his look and answered it. 

Ow, aye, Andrew ; it's a' ower, an' I was juist 
sayin to Janet that I think ye should keep her wee 
bit laddie till sic time as ye'll see gin ony o'ts freens 
seek for't' 

*rm sure, mistress, gin Janet be willin I'll be weel 
eneuch pleased. We'll never miss a' that it'll need, 
I'm sure.' 

'I'm sure o' that, Andrew; an' ye ken that wha 
ever gies e'en a cup o' cauld water in His name 
will be rewarded for't. Sae we'll say that ye'll keep 
the bairn i' the noo ; an' as it's wearin weel on for 
daylicht, I'll baud awa ower to Culloden an' see that 
they are a' gettin forrit wi' whatever's to be dune 
the day. Oh! ye needna come yont wi' me, Andrew, 
I'll manage brawly, for a' the bit* 

The gudewife o' Culloden left the inmates of the 
little homestead, who began to arrange as to the best 
way that they could conduct the funeral of the young 
mother — so strangely left to their care — and how they 
were to rear her child. They concluded that the 
child was to be called Andrew Wallace until such 
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time as it should be seen if any trace of its parentage 
could be discovered ; and if no such trace were ever 
discovered, then, as Andrew said to Janet, 'The bairn 
will hae to be content wi' the name I hae through 
life, an' I hope he'll no disgrace *t/ 

' Weel, Andrew/ she replied, * Fm sure gin he be 
as gude as ye are, he'll be an honour to us a' some 
day yet.' 

Three days after, the remains of the stranger 
were carried by a small company of mourners from 
Andrew Wallace's cottage to the auld kirkyard of 
St Vigeans and interred, — 

There to rest in her lowly bed 

Beneath a weeping willow tree, 
Where winter winds wild music made. 

And birds in spring sang lullaby. 



Chapter II. 

Eight years of unalloyed happiness to the inmates 
of the little homestead at the Ladle Well have passed 
away. No trace of the relations of little Andrew 
had been found, and he is now spoken of by Andrew 
Wallace and his wife Janet as *oor Andrew'; by 
wee Janetie — now a beautiful little maiden — as ' my 
Andrew ' ; and by neighbours and acquaintances as 
* young Andrew Wallace.' 

Both Janetie and Andrew had been for a year or 
two at the school of Master Tawse in School Wynd 
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— rather an upper class establishment in those days — 
when they formed the acquaintance of Willie Spink, 
a new schoolmate. Willie and Andrew became 
inseparable companions, and it was one of Andrew's 
chief pleasures, when he had a holiday, to roam 
about the harbour or beach with Willie. When 
Andrew was at length introduced to Willie's home 
and relations, his happiness was increased to a degree 
beyond his power to describe. Willie's grandfather 
had *seen service' when he was a young man. He 
had many tales to tell of the engagements he had 
been in ; and as he .sat by the fire-side in his arm 
chair, smoking his pipe, he would tell of his 
experiences, of the strange sights and scenes he 
had witnessed on land and sea, to the great delight 
and wonder of his youthful hearers. The effect of 
those tales of hair-breadth escapes, bold deeds, and 
romantic adventures on the minds of Andrew and 
Willie soon became apparent to the friends of both. 
It was evident, from their conversation, that their 
minds were made up as to their future. Both were 
never better pleased than when they got any one to 
li.sten to them, as they would tell their plans about 
what they were to be and do when they went to sea. 

Thus a few more years passed, and the time had 
come when Andrew must leave school and learn to 
earn his own bread ; but no trade that Andrew nor 
Janet could speak about would please the youthful 
Andrew. 

* Dae ye no think ye would like to be a plooman, 
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my laddie ? syne ye would aye be at hame wi's/ 
queried Janet one day. 

'Oh, mither, ye ken that I want to ging to the 
sea. I wouldna be a plooman ava ' 

* Weel, my laddie, my very heart grows wae when 
I think aboot ye gaen to the sea, an' maybe bein 
drooned.' 

* Nae fears o' me bein drooned, mither ! Look 
at Willie Spink's grandfather ! He's been at a' the 
places, an' hasna been drooned yet!' 

* Oh, laddie, laddie! I kenna what to say to ye.' 
'Juist say ye'll speak to father an' prig wi' him 

to let me ging. Isna that what mither should 
dae, Janetie.**' said Andrew. And poor Janet had 
to yield to the united pleading of her * laddie ' and 
Janetie. That night Janet spoke to her husband 
about Andrew's great desire to get away to sea to 
be a sailor, and pleaded his cause with so much 
earnestness that her husband at length said : 

* Weel, weel, Janet, gin the laddie winna be 
onything else but a sailor, he'll juist need to get his 
ain wey o't ; but, I'm sure, I would rather he would 
bide at hame. A sailor has a coorse job i' the 
winter, I think ; but I'll ca' into the schule the morn 
when I'm i' the toon an' see what Maister Tawse 
thinks o't.' 

* Dae ye that, Andrew; an' I'm sure he'll hae 
nae ill to say aboot oor laddie, for he's as gude as 
he's gude-looking, an' that's no sayin muckle ae wey 
or ither,' 
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* Hoots, Janet, baud yer tongue ! ye juist spoil 
the laddie wi' yer havers.* 

* Na, na, Andrew ; nae fear o* the laddie bein 
spoiled ; he s as gude an* dainty a laddie as ony ane 
could wish, an' we'll be as prood o' him as gin he 
were oor ain flesh an' bluid some day yet.' 

Next day, as Andrew had promised, he visited 
the school. Andrew told his errand, asked the 
opinion and advice of the schoolmaster, and as he 
concluded he said : * Ye see, sir, I would rather that 
the laddie would bide at hame wi's, an' no ging 
awa ava.' 

* I quite understand you. Master Wallace, but I 
think you should just let the boy go to sea. There 
must be sailors, you know, and it is possible that 
your lad may rise to eminence in the seafaring life 
he has chosen, as many have done before. If you 
think of doing so, you could get him on board the 
barque Fair Maid with my friend Captain Brown. 
She is a new vessel, and, I understand, is to carry 
two apprentices. Another of my pupils, William 
Spink, is to sail in her as one of them. So just 
give your consent and orders, and I will see Captain 
Brown to-night about it.' 

* Weel, weel, sir, I suppose it juist maun be ; sae 
ye can jui.st dae yer best for the laddie ; an' for ony 
sake tell the skipper that he maun be kind to him, 
an' no ill-use him.' 

' I will answer for that, Master Wallace. Captain 
Brown is a British sailor, every inch of him, and 
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would not allow any one to be ill-used, far less to 
do it himself/ 

*Very weel, sir, ye ken best; an' I'll leave the job 
in your hands. Sae Til bid ye gude day i' the noo.* 

'Good-bye just now, Master Wallace,' replied the 
schoolmaster, and recommenced his labours among 
his pupils. 

Andrew, on his arrival at home, told Janet of 
his visit to the schoolmaster, and of his promise to 
speak to the captain of the newly - launched Fair 
Maid about her laddie. 

' Did I no tell ye afore ye gaed that Maister 
Tawse would hae nae ill to say aboot oor Andrew } 
An' no only that, but he's gaen to get a place for 
him!' 

* Oh, dinna be ower sure o' that though, Janet ! 
He only said that he would see about it.' 

'The thing's as gude as settled, Andrew, an' that 
ye'll see, or else I'm gey far mistaen.' 

* Weel, weel, your ain wey be it,' replied the 
douce Andrew, and went away out to look after his 
pony's welfare. 

Next day young Andrew returned from school 
in high glee. He had been told by the master 
that Captain Brown was to take him as an apprentice, 
along with Willie Spink, and also had given him a 
letter to his father. On the letter being read, it was 
no longer doubtful to the little home circle about 
Andrew's going to sea, for it told of the Fair Maid 
being expected to sail for a foreign port in three 
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weeks, and of the youthful Andrew having to go to 
Master Sharpquill's office, along with his father, to 
be apprenticed for four years. 

The few weeks soon sped away. Janet had not 
been idle. As day followed day, she had prepared 
Andrew's clothes, knitted stockings, mufflers, and 
mitts. Even Janetie had been busy arranging many 
little odds and ends for her Andrew that her mother 
was supposed to know nothing of; but 

The carefu Janet saw wi' joy 

Her daughter's cheeifa, lovin care 

For him, who though an orphan boy, 
A son had been to her. an' mair. 

At last the day came that young Andrew had to 
leave his home and friends to face the realities of 
life on board the Fair Maid. When the moment 
of parting came old Andrew went to the door, 
carrying the bundle of clothes which had not been 
put in the chest when it was taken on board ship 
the previous day, saying, ' Haste ye, laddie, an* let s 
ging inbye, or else well be late. Tak yer bonnet 
there, like a man, an' come awa.' 

• Gude-bye, then, my laddie/ sobbed Janet ; * an', 
oh ! be a gude lad till ye come back to us again.* 
And she clasped him in her arms and kissed his 
brow, while her hot tears fell fast on her laddie's face. 

* Oh, mither, dinna greet ! I'll sune be back again 
to you, an' my Janetie too.* And he hurried away, 
leaving mother and daughter in tears. He joined 
his 'father,* and both hurried in the Seaton Road, 
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down Ponderlaw Street, and as they passed the 
end of School Wynd a chorus of voices shouted, 
* Gude-bye, Andy, an' a Fafe voyage to you.' Andrew 
waved his hand to his late school-mates, as they 
stood looking after him. On reaching the harbour 
they met Willie Spink and his father on their way 
to the Fair Maid, which was lying, ready to sail at 
full tide, near the harbour entrance. They were 
soon alongside the vessel, and the captain, seeing 
them standing on the quay, told the two lads to get 
on board ; at the same time stepping ashore himself 
to speak a few words to their friends. In a short 
time the Fair Maid began to move seaward, being 
towed out by two fishing boats, the fishermen bending 
to their oars with all their strength, whilst the sailors 
on board were hauling in the chains by which the 
vessel had been moored with a cheery * Heave-oh- 
yo-ho.' And the voice of Captain Brown could be 
heard above the others every now and again shouting 
his orders to his crew As the Fair Maid passed 
away into the distance Andrew and Willie could 
be seen at the stern waving their caps to their 
friends on shore, and these returned the salute as 
long as they could see their loved ones. Soon they 
were lost to view. Then Andrew Wallace turned 
away with an aching heart, and went home to cheer 
his wife and daughter. 

In a few days the little household of Andrew 
Wallace had recovered their wonted cheerfulness, and 
they soon began to count the weeks that were passed 
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*sin' Andrew gaed awa,' and how many it would be 
till he would come again. And when wild winds 
swept through the branches of the trees at the foot 
of their garden, and whistled round the corners of 
their cottage, then would the voices of those within, 
as they sang their evening hymn, be raised in 
supplication to him who rides upon the storm for 
the safety of the loved one far at sea. 



Chapter III. 

The four years of Andrew's apprenticeship passed 
pleasantly away. Captain Brown had been an able 
teacher and a careful guardian of Andrew and Willie. 
When their ' time was up ' he engaged Andrew as 
an A.B. for the Fair Maid's next voyage, saying. 
*You see, Andrew, my lad, I am getting rather 
weather-beaten now, and I would like you to stay 
on board the Fair Maid with me a while yet, as I 
don't think it will be very long till I anchor in my 
snug port in Marketgate yonder, and go to sea no 
more.' 

* All right. Captain, I won't refuse your kindness,' 
replied Andrew. Willie declined to remain, as he 
intended to settle down at home and follow his 
father's profession. 

After a few voyages Andrew became mate of the 
Fair Maid. At the end of two years Captain Brown 
retired ; and as he was part owner of the vessel he 
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got Andrew appointed as her captain. The joy of 
the inmates of the little cottage at the Ladle Well 
was great when they were aware of Andrew's good 
fortune. * Did I no aye tell ye, gudeman, that 
oor Andrew would be a braw gentleman some day ; 
besides, wha can tell what he may be yet.?' 

"Deed, Janet, the laddie's dune real weel, an' 
I'm prood to see him gettin on as he's daen.' 

As for Janetie, she seemed to take no notice of 
Andrew's promotion ; but Andrew and Janetie had 
their own plans for the future that her father did 
not dream of, though her mother could have told 
Janetie what those plans were. 

After Captain Wallace had sailed the Fair Maid 
for two years she was laid up for a few weeks to 
get some slight repairs. One evening, when the 
little household of Andrew Wallace were gathered 
in the snug little kitchen after supper, Andrew took 
down his fiddle and began to play some of the 
lively reels that used to make the lads and lasses 
' fidge fu' fain ' to be up and tripping it on the floor, 
when he was a young man. 

* Hech, sirs,' said Janet, ' I mind, as gin it were 
only yesterday, when I would hardly hae been able 
to sit still ava when the like o' thae tunes were 
playin, an' weel I liked to dance in thae days.' 

* Upon my word, mother, I am sure father would 
be a capital hand to fiddle at a marriage, don't you 
think so too.?' queried the captain, as he was now 
called by all his acquaintances. 



I go Arbroath Stories 

* Ow, ay, laddie/ said Janet, * he*s played at a 
marriage afore noo, but no since oor ain. Isna that 
true, Andrew ? * 

* Imphim,' replied Andrew, making the bow dance 
over his violin as he did so, filling the cottage with 
the cheerful music. Captain Andrew could not 
refrain from laughing, and he jumped up, seized 
Janetie's hand, and both danced round the kitchen 
until quite breathless. 

' Well done, Janetie,' I see we can do it nicely. 
What do you say, mother, for you and I to have a 
step now ? ' 

*Losh keep me, laddie, baud yer tongue! Hoo can 
ye be sae dafts to seek the like o' me to dance wi' ye?' 

* It's just for the fun of the thing, that is all, 
mother ; so do just let us have — Hillo ! how have 
you stopped playing } ' laughingly asked the joyful 
captain, as the strains of the violin ceased. 

' You sailors are an awfu set o' chiels ; hoo could 
onybody play an' folk gaen on that wey wi' their 
daffin } But what i' the warld's adae wi' ye the 
nicht, laddie } You're carryin on as gin ye had 
fa'en heir to a fortune.' 

* And so I have, father ; a real downright good 
one, too!' 

* Preserve me ! what is't ava ? Hae ye discovered 
ony o' yer friens } ' 

* Friends ! I am sure I have never wanted the 
best of friends since I remember ; but I am going 
to get married when I come home off this voyage.' 
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* Married ! wha ever would hae dreamed o* that. 
An' wha are ye gettin, laddie, gin that be a fair 
question ? ' 

* Have you no idea who it is ? ' 

* Feint a bit ! dae I ken the lass ? ' 

*What would you say if I were to tell you that 
it is my own Janetie here ? ' 

* Gude gracious ! ye're surely haverin noo 
a'thegither/ 

* Hoots, gudeman, what would he haver aboot ? 
I'll warrant he's no haverin, an' I'm gey sure that 
Janetie couldna hae gotten a better than Andrew 
for a man though she'd waled the country ower.' 

' Weel, gude wife, I believe that ; but I never 
thocht o' oor laddie an' lassie as onything but bairns 
yet.' 

' Bairns ! fell bairns they would be. They are 
aulder than we were when we gaed thegither.' 

*Weel, weel, I hae nae faut to find, I'm sure, 
gin you're a' pleased.' 

* Then, it's all right, Janetie,' said the lover, 
'and I will sail with a happy mind. Have you got 
my things ready, mother, as I expect to sail in two 
days now } ' 

* They're juist aboot ready ndo. I've juist some 
o' yer sarks to iron, an' that'll be dune the morn.' 

* All right ; that will be in very good time 
for me.' 

After sitting talking over the coming voyage of 
the Fair Maid, the approaching wedding, and joking 
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'father' about his having to play his fiddle at it, the 
Book was produced, and the happy circle read and 
sang the praise of Him who orders our affairs here 
below; then, with happy hearts and peaceful minds, 
they sought their humble pillows. 

The day at length arrived on which the Fair Maid 
was to sail. Affectionate was the parting of Janetie 
and her sailor lover. As he was leaving the cottage 
with Andrew he turned to take another look at his 
bonnie lassie ; and seeing her in tears, he ran back, 
kissed her brow, saying, 'Cheer up, my darling! I 
will soon be back again.' 

*Oh, laddie, laddie!' cried Mrs Wallace, 'what 
garr'd ye turn back ? It's no lucky, an' I would 
raither onything than that ye should hae dune sae.' 

' It's all right, mother, said the lover, smiling. 
' Be careful of my Janetie till I return.' As he spoke 
he left the cottage and hurried along the road to 
join Andrew, Soon they reached the harbour, and 
got on board the Fair Maid. The tide was about 
full, so that Andrew had only time, after laying aside 
in the cabin the basketful of little dainties which had 
been prepared at home with loving care, to have a 
short farewell chat with his * laddie,' and a hearty 
shake of his hand, then saying, * Gude-bye, then, an' 
gude luck attend ye,' he stepped ashore, and the 
Fair Maid began to move seaward. Soon she got 
beyond * the pierheid,' and the sails were set, a fresh 
breeze caught them, and the Fair Maid bounded 
away like a thing of life to the port of Pensacola, 
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where she took in a cargo of pitch-pine timber for 
Liverpool, at which port she arrived in due time. 

While the Fair Maid was lying in dock at Liver- 
pool, getting out her cargo of wood and re-loading 
part cargo of salt for Arbroath, Captain Wallace 
observed a tall, military - looking man come almost 
daily and stand on the quay looking at the vessel 
and her crew. He seemed to be about fifty years 
of age, and had the appearance of being care-worn 
and of weak health. The day before the Fair Maid 
was to sail for home the gentleman came along the 
quay-side as usual, and stood looking at the crew 
making everything on deck and aloft ship - shape 
for sea. After looking for some time he called out 
to Captain Wallace, who was leaning, with legs 
crossed and arms folded over his breast, against the 
'companion' — *That is a smart-looking crew of yours, 
and a nice vessel, captain.' 

* Right you are, sir,' replied the captain. 
' Homeward bound } ' 

'That's so.' 

* When do you sail ? ' 

* With the tide to-morrow forenoon.' 

* May I come on board to have a talk with you 
just now.^' 

* By all means ; take care of your footing in case 
you slip there. Ay, that's it,' exclaimed Captain 
Wallace, as the stranger leaped on board and made 
his way to where the captain was standing. * We will 

go into the cabin, sir, if you please,' said the captain. 

N 
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* With all my heart/ replied the strang^er. The 
captain went down the companion stair, followed by 
his visitor. 

'You have a comfortable berth here, captain.' 

* Pretty fair, sir ; be seated, if you please.' 

* Thanks ; I may now tell you that I have come 
to-day to ask if you will give me a passage home to 
Scotland with you. I think I will be much more 
comfortable here — if you will be so kind as take me 
— than if I were to go by coach overland. What do 
you say ? Of course, I will pay you whatever you 
may charge me.' 

* Well, sir, if you have got a good pair of sea 
legs and can take care of yourself, I have no objection 
to have you with me ; but if you think you will get 
sea-sick and all that sort of thing, I should advise 
you to go home by land in the stage-coach.' 

* I have been on the sea before now, captain, and 
I think you will not find me on the sea-sick list' 

* Very well, sir, that is all right. You just be on 
board in good time to-morrow, and we will get along 
nicely, I have no doubt' 

* Thank you, captain, I am extremely obliged to 
you, and I shall not grudge whatever you charge me.' 

* There is little chance of your doing that at any 
rate,' replied the captain, as he led the way to the 
deck again, where he shook hands with his visitor, 
who then went ashore and disappeared up one of 
the streets leading off the quay. 

Next day the Fair Maid left Liverpool with the 
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stranger and his luggage on board. The wind, which 
had been blowing a stiff breeze, increased in strength 
until it blew a gale ; and when the Fair Maid sighted 
Arbroath her sails were blown to shreds : every now 
and again the huge seas made a sweep over her deck, 
carrying away her boats and part of her rigging. All 
that brave men and good seamanship could do was 
done on board ; but, as if to mock their efforts, one 
sea with terrific force struck the stern of the Fair 
Maid, making her reel like a leaf in a whirlwind, and 
carried away her rudder. The gallant crew could 
do no more. The vessel drifted nearer and nearer 
the shore, each wave dashing over her and her 
worn-out crew. At the foot of the High Street the 
fisher men and women, with hundreds of workmen, 
watched the approach of the ill-fated vessel. For a 
short time it appeared as if it were to come ashore 
at Danger Point ; but, as if in obedience to some 
unseen power, she drifted eastward till near the point 
of the Ness, where she was driven on the rocks. 
The fishers and others had followed along the shore. 
Some of the fishermen carried life-buoys of primitive 
construction, others had boat-hooks, and in the front 
ranks was Willie Spink, with a coil of small rope 
on his arm. All were animated with one desire — 
that of saving the Fair Maid's crew. The crew 
could easily be seen and heard crying for help as 
they clung to the rigging. The waves were breaking 
over the vessel with terrific fury, and at times she 
was lifted by some huge billow and dashed on the 
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rocks, as if the spirit of the storm were determined 
to shiver her in atoms. Soon a large breach was 
made in the hull, and one wave, mightier than the 
rest, lifted the Fair Maid like a feather and tossed 
her shorewards A wail of anguish arose from the 
multitude on shore, as they fully expected to see 
the vessel immediately go to pieces. But no; still 
she held together, and still her crew clung to her. 
At this moment Andrew Wallace and his daughter 
joined those on the beach, and as Willie Spink 
observed them he cried to them — * Oh, sirs ! what 
brocht ye here ? Tm sure, Janetie, this is no a 
place for you.' 

* O Willie, Willie,' wailed Janetie, * save my 
Andrew ! ' 

* We'll dae oor best,' said Willie, and again turned 
his attention to the vessel's position The Fair Maid 
had now got close inshore ; and as the seas rushed 
back from the beach, it appeared to the anxious 
spectators on shore that now was the time to try 
to save the hapless crew. But what way were they 
to do it } Some suggested one thing, some another. 
Amidst the confusion of schemes, the voice of Willie 
Spink was heard shouting, * Now's oor time, lads ; 
let's dae oor best for oor auld chum Andrew.' As 
he spoke, he and about a dozen other sturdy fishermen 
approached the seething waters. Willie made his 
coil of rope ready ; fixing one end of it to his waist, 
and taking the coil in his hand, he waited till the 
approaching wave had spent its fury on the , beach, 
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then he rushed in as the waters receded, and flung 

the coil of rope with all his strength towards the 

Fair Maid. Then with the speed of thought he 

made for the shore, but ere he reached it he was 

buried beneath a great wave. Nothing daunted, 

Willie struck out for the shore with great strength 

and skill, and his companions rushed into the sea 

and assisted him to land once more. A ringing 

cheer from the spectators rent the air as they witnessed 

this feat, for the rope had gone right across the Fair 

Maid amidships. Quickly a stronger rope was drawn 

out, along with a small rope, and made fast to the 

Fair Maid by her crew, who then formed a piece of 

one of the sails into a kind of hammock, in which 

they were drawn along the cable to the shore by 

the smaller rope. First the boys were sent along 

the temporary apparatus, and as each was drawn 

near the land some relation or friend would rush 

into the water and drag their loved one, as it were, 

from the jaws of death. Then came the stranger, 

sorely battered, and when Willie Spink relieved him 

from the ropes which fixed him in the piece of sail 

he fainted, and was carried away by the ploughmen 

who lived in the cottar houses near at hand. Soon 

the crew were landed, and last of all came Captain 

Wallace. When he reached the shore he embraced 

his old friend Willie Spink, saying, 'That was 

bravely done. Bill. I will never forget your noble 

action.' 

* Oh, captain, I'm juist as gled's can be to see ye 
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safe an' soond/ said Willie, with tears running down 
his cheeks. 

Who can describe the meeting of Captain Wallace 
with his Janetie ? We dare not attempt to describe 
their feelings as they embraced each other on the 
beach, nor will we enter into the sacredness of their 
loving words as they stood hand in hand amid their 
friends for a short time till they saw the Fair Maid 
break up and her timbers begin to strew the shore. 
They then left the scene by the road that led up 
past the cottar houses in Seaton Den for home, 
taking with them the stranger, who had somewhat 
recovered, and leaving Willie Spink and his comrades 
to look after any of their effects that might be washed 
ashore. 

Chapter IV. 

At the close of the day on which the Fair Maid 
was lost, Andrew Wallace sat in his accustomed seat 
by his cheerful fire. His wife was preparing supper 
for the stranger — who sat in an easy-chair by Andrew's 
side. Janetie and the captain sat apart, speaking 
to each other in a low tone. As Janet bustled 
about she remarked, * Tm sure, sirs, we oucht to 
be thankfu this nicht for His care an' mercies to 
us a' this day.' 

''Deed that is true, Janet' replied Andrew, *for 
I'm sure that I never thocht this forenoon that we 
would a' meet here as we hae dune the nicht' 
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'Come awa an* sit inbye to the table, bairns, an* 
let this gentleman get his bit supper an* win to his 
bed, for I'm sure he maun be needin*t,* said Janet, 
addressing the captain and Janetie. 

* Do not disturb the young people on my account,* 
replied the stranger, as he looked over to where 
they were seated. ' I am troubling you too much 
already, I fear, without annoying your son and 
daughter by interrupting their enjoyment * 

*I beg your pardon, sir,* said Captain Wallace to 
the stranger, as he and Janetie rose up to sit inbye 
to the table, * I forgot to introduce my Janetie to 
you.* The stranger looked perplexed, and looked to 
Janet, who was putting the supper on the table. 

' Ye maun ken, sir, that the captain's no oor son, 
though he*s been a* that a son could hae been to 
us a*,* said Janet. 

* O, indeed. I thought, captain, that you were very 
attentive to the young lady, but I think I understand 
it now,* said the stranger, smiling. 

' You are quite correct, sir, in your guess. Janetie 
and I are to be one soon, and I hope you will 
prolong your stay here till the happy event comes 

off.' 

* Well, I have no objection ; but I thought from 
hearing you address Mr Wallace here as "father** 
that he really was so.' 

* Mony a ane thinks that forbye you,* said Andrew, 
'but my gudewife there is better at tellin a story 
than me, an* she'll tell ye aboot the laddie's mither.* 
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* Eh, aye, sirs ! an* a bonnie, weel - faur'd lassie 
she'd been afore she'd been sae sair made, puir 
thing. I think I see her, wi' her bairnie in her arms, 
an' them a' covered wi' snaw, as weel the nicht as 1 
did on that Christmas nicht sae lang syne.' 

'Dear me,' said Janet's guest, *was there anything 
seriously wrong with the lady ? ' 

' There was that, sir, for Andrew there gaed cot 
to see what it was that oor dog was barkin at sae 
muckle that nicht, an' he found the puir lassie lyin 
senseless amang the snaw, wi' oor laddie, juist aboot 
a year auld at that time, rowed in her plaid. We 
took them baith in, an' did a in oor power to bring 
her roond, but she deid afore mornin ; an' her 
bairnie has aye been wi's sin' syne ; an' though he's 
noo man length, an' a wyce-like chiel he is there,' 
said Janet, looking fondly over the table at the captain, 
* he's been aye a gude laddie to's a'. 

* Not half so good as I ought to have been, mother, 
nor have I been half thankful to you and father for 
your kindness to me,' said the captain. 

* Oh, fie, laddie, baud yer tongue,' replied Janet. 

* Did you never find out who the captain's parents 
were ? ' asked the stranger, turning to Andrew. 

' Fient a trace o' them did we ever get, sir, though 
we tried oor best to find it oot.' 

* Nor any clue of any kind } ' 

* No ane ava, sir ' 

* Strange ! very strange ! ' murmured the stranger, 
as if to himself. 
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* The only thing, except their claes, that was aboot 
the lassie an' bairn was a bit letter an' a likeness o' 
a sodger/ said Andrew. 

* The likeness of a soldier ! Your story interests 
me very much indeed. I suppose the letter and 
likeness are not now in existence } ' added the stranger. 

* I'm sure they are that,' said Janet, * for I hae 
preserved them wi' care, as they were a' that oor 
laddie there could hae belangin to his puir mither.' 

* Oh ! do let me see them, Mrs Wallace, if you 
please.' 

* I will dae that, sir, wi' muckle pleasure. But eat 
your bite o' supper, an' I'll ging ben the hoose an' 
bring them to ye.' As Janet spoke she arose and 
went to the 'best room,' returning in a few minutes 
with a small parcel, neatly tied up with a blue ribbon. 
* Here's the things, sir,' she said, as she proceeded to 
unfold the paper that enclosed the likeness and letter. 
*An' I'm sure ye'll say — as I hae dune afore noo — 
that it is the likeness o' a gude-lookin lad.' As she 
spoke, she laid the letter and locket containing the 
likeness in the stranger's hand. He looked on the 
locket for an instant, then he groaned aloud, and 
the locket and letter fell from his hand to the floor. 
He buried his face in his hands, leaned forward on 
the table, and sobbed bitterly. 

' Losh keep's a', sir, what's wrang wi' ye.?' enquired 
Mrs Wallace, whilst the rest of the household looked 
amazed. * Dae you ken the likeness, or what is't } ' 

The stranger recovered himself in a few seconds. 
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and, looking round the little company, said — *I do 
know the likeness/ and as he spoke he lifted the 
locket and letter. He read the letter, saying, as 
he concluded doing so, * Oh, my poor Lucy ! my 
poor Lucy ! ' and, pressing the locket in a peculiar 
way, the back of it sprang open, disclosing the 
likeness of a beautiful young woman. He kissed the 
portrait, and brokenly said. * Oh, how have I longed 
to know the fate of my Lucy, my loved wife, those 
many long years ! I have been sorely punished ; 
but sad, sad has been my Lucy's end, and sorely 
had she suffered ere she reached it.' 

• What in a' the warld garr'd ye leave her to 
suffer sae.^' queried Andrew. 

*Ay, that's the question,' broke in the captain, 
' Well, captain — as I shall call you as yet — ^your 
mother was the daughter of a crofter on the estate 
of Glendowie. My father was the owner of that 
estate ; he had no other family than myself, and 
had settled who was to be my future wife in his 
own mind. But as I and your mother had loved 
each other almost from childhood, I prevailed on 
her to be married to me secretly, and I was to make 
our marriage known when I came of age.' 

' Oh, that siller, that siller ! it's the cause o' a 
heap o' trouble,' exclaimed Janet. 

* It was the cause of all mine, at any rate,' remarked 
the stranger. 

' Quite so,' said the captain ; * but let us hear the 
reason that you had for leaving my mother.' 
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* Ay, let's hear a aboot that, sir,* broke in Andrew. 

'I shall do that as briefly as I can. Shortly 
after our marriage my father called me into his room 
one evening. On entering, I found my father seated 
at a table along with a neighbouring laird. **Take 
a seat, Andrew, my lad," my father said in a rather 
cheery way. '* I have good news to tell you," said 
he, and forthwith informed me that he had just 
concluded all the preliminaries of a marriage between 
myself and the laird's daughter. I was stunned and 
amazed at what I was told. I protested against the 
compact, but with no success ; and at last I refused 
to have anything to do with the marriage at all. 
My father vowed that I should do as he told me, or 
else he would make me repent it. I left the room, 
and next day I was told by my father that he had 
procured a commission for me as an officer in the 
79th Regiment, and that I had to leave that day 
week, and he hoped, he said, that I would be 
prepared to obey his wishes as to my marriage on 
my reaching my majority. I thanked him, said I 
was ready to join my company at any time, and left 
the house to seek my Lucy and tell her my troubles. 
We met, and made the little arrangements for the 
future that lay in our power. She was to keep our 
secret, come what would. The day of my departure 
came, and I left Glendowie sad at heart. I joined 
my regiment at Inverness, and in a few weeks we 
received orders to march south, and embark at 
Aberdeen for the seat of war. A few months after 
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my arrival at the front with my regiment we were 
joined by a fresh detachment of recruits. One of 
these was from Glendowie, and he became my servant. 
One day I was talking to him of home, and for the 
first time I learned that my poor Lucy had had to 
leave her father's house, and that she was living in 
Aberdeen, trying to make her living as a dressmaker. 
I was horrified at the news, and at once wrote to 
her that letter there on the table. I felt quite sure 
if Lucy had gone to my friend that all would be 
well with her, but she had not done so. A few 
weeks before I had completed my twenty first year 
I received a letter telling me that my father had 
died, and that I should come home, if possible. I 
lost no time in asking leave to go. This was granted, 
and I sailed for Leith. On arriving there I made 
my way with all speed to my friend in Edinburgh, 
expecting to find my Lucy there. You may imagine 
my dismay when he told me that she had never been 
there. I posted to Aberdeen, and sought out the 
address where she lived there. An old woman came 
to the door and told me that "the lassockie had left 
a gweed while syne," and that she had been **real 
ill-aff sin' her bairnie was born." I went home to 
Glendowie. thinking that Lucy had gone there, but 
none there knew aught of her. 1 searched up and 
down, wherever I thought she might have gone, till 
at length I gave up all hope of ever hearing of her 
or my child ; and since then I have wandered from 
place to place, until at last I have found my son in 
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you, captain, and in you, my* good friends, those 
who befriended my poor Lucy in her last moments.' 
As the stranger concluded he again buried his 
face in his hands to hide his emotion. 

* Puir chiel,' said Janet, *ye hae had a sorrowfu 
life o*t, but let's hope there's better days in store 
yet; an' what micht be oor — I mean your — laddie's 
— tuts ! the captain's name noo ? ' 

* Avast of that, mother; I will be your laddie, 
come what may.' 

* Imph ! ' grunted Andrew, * it'll no be easy to 
ken wha's laddie ye'll be gin this gings on lang.' 

* My name is just what yours is, and that is 
what made me take notice of your ship at Liverpool. 
When I am at home they call me the Laird of 
Glendowie, but when I chance to visit Aberdeen or 
such like places the people call me Colonel Andrew 
Wallace.' 

* Losh be aboot's a'!' exclaimed Janet, as she held 
up both hands in utter amazement; *did I no aye 
tell ye, gudeman, that we would a' be prood o' oor 
Andrew yet! An' I'm sure I'm weel pleased that 
he'll noo ken his ain kin.' 

* Ow, ay, gudewife, ye aye had a high opinion o' 
him,' replied the canny Andrew. 

* Well, now, I think it's about time that I was 
introducing my Janetie to my new-found father,' 
spoke up the captain, as he rose to his feet, pulling 
Janetie up from off her chair, gently, at the same 
time. 'This, sir, is my intended wife, and we are 



1 
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to be married soon, and I hope you will grace our 
wedding with your presence.' 

* With all my heart, my son ; and as I am still 
due you my passage home. I will pay your intended 
wife with the estate of Glendowie, so that I may give 
you some token of the joy I feel this night/ 

* There is no use for that, sir,' replied the captain ; 

* I can easily make a home for my Janetie without 
taking yours from you.* 

*You will not impoverish me, my son, by taking 
it. I am quite able to give it, more especially as I 
mean to spend my few remaining years — for I feel 
that I am not to be long a sojourner here below — 
near you, now that I have found you/ 

* Preserve's a', sirs ! ' exclaimed Janet ; * it's time we 
were a' in oor beds. There's ane o'clock i' the mornin, 
an' we're crackin as gin it were mid-day/ 

The little party retired to rest, and soon the only 
sound that broke the silence in the cottage was the 

* tick, tack ; tick, tack ' of the tall clock in the room, 
telling that time was steadily stealing on, and could 
not be delayed by mortals' pleasures or pains. 

A month of happiness to all in Andrew Wallace's 
little cottage flew swiftly past, and the wedding night 
of the captain with his Janetie had come As the 
minister had just made the captain and Janetie one 
there was heard the sound of music approaching, 
mingled with the war-like sound of fire-arms. The 
colonel started to his feet with a surprised look, 
saying, ' What can the matter be along there ? ' The 
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wedding guests broke into loud laughter, and the 
captain replied, * Oh, its Willie Spink and his bride, 
Annie Swankie, coming in from Auchmithie.' 

Nearer and nearer came the happy party, till at 
length they halted opposite the cottage. * Let us go 
out and wish my friend Willie joy in his married 
life,' said the captain. 

On the party going outside they were received 
by the fisher lads and lasses with loud cheers. 

* Lang life an' muckle happiness to the captain 
an' Janetie W^allace,' shouted some of the lads and 
lasses. * Hoorah ! for the cornal,' shouted others, 
whilst old Maggie Cargill waddled up to the party 
and shook hands with the captain and his bride, 
wishing them *A lang life an' muckle pleasure, an' 
may ye never find a pain.' The colonel and the 
captain, with Janetie. went round Willie's marriage 
party, shaking hands with them and exchanging good 
wishes. As the colonel came to Willie to shake 
hands, Willie said, * I've been thinkin, cornal, that, 
if ye hae nae objections, Annie an' me would ca' 
your braw present the ** Lucy an' Andrew," when 
she's launched. Would ye hae ony objections } ' 

' None in the least, Willie, and I hope that the 
" Lucy and Andrew " will row weel for Willie and 
Annie.' 

The music began once more, and, amidst firing 
of guns, singing, and merriment, the fishers wended 
their way to Arbroath, leaving the party at the Ladle 
Well to their own happiness. 
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Captain Wallace went no more to sea, but spent 
the rest of his life on his paternal estate. Colonel 
Wallace did not leave this earthly scene so soon as 
he expected, but lived to see his grandchildren 
gathered round his knee to hear him tell the story 
of his early love. Old Andrew Wallace and Janet, 
when they found age making their joints ache, would 
take a journey on the coach to the North, and spent 
many a happy day with their friends at Glendowie. 
Many, many years have passed away, and 

Gane noo is the humble ha* 

O' honest Andrew Wallace ; 
The inmates, too, hae passed awa. 

And nane has filled their place. 

Ploughmen whistle as they drive 

The ploughshare through the spot 
Where Janet wi* care did strive. 

Content wi' her humble lot 

The trees are a' noo that's left 

O* the little garden fair; 
The place o' ilk thing's bereft 

That could tell o' joys ance there. 

The trees, clad in winsome green, 

Still bloom bonnie in the spring ; 
An' birdies sit, on summer e'en, 

()n the boughs, an' plaintive sing. 
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THE STROLLERS 

NOW, then, ladies and gentlemen, step inside. 
Entire change to-night. Step in, step in ! We 
are just about to commence ; be in time to see 
the beginning. The last performance to-night, and 
positively the last night in Arbroath ! * 

Such were the words addressed to a crowd, mostly 
composed of boys and girls, from the small platform 
in front of a booth at the Abbey Green one bitterly 
cold winter evening. Most of the boys and girls — 
beg pardon, the ladies and gentlemen — were much 
lacking in appreciation, or, perchance, in cash, for 
very few were * stepping inside.* Still, although the 
wind swept through the windows of the old Abbey 
with weird howls, and the canvas roof and poles of 
the booth flapped and creaked as if the frail erection 
were about to take wing and fly away, the outside 
audience seemed to enjoy themselves under the flaring 
light cast on them from the lamps which hung in 
front of the booth. And as the wind came whistling 
along the girls drew their little shawls more closely 
round their shoulders, whilst many of the young 
lads tried to draw some comfort from the short clay 
pipes at which they pulled and puffed with apparent 

relish. Others indulged in a little fantastic dancing, 

O 
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of the * breakdown ' order, to the no small delight 
of their comrades. 'Tak's in wi* ye, Jim,* and such 
like cries) followed most of the straggling lads who 
tripped up the steps, dropped their penny into the 
showman^s hand, and disappeared into the * Temple 
of Varieties/ 

As we stood looking at the scene a child of 
about eight years of age, wrapped in a shawl, came 
tripping up from inside the * Temple,' and approached 
the showman, said something, and held out her little 
hand to him with an appealing look and gesture. 

* What ! you extravagant young woman, you will 
ruin your poor old father ; that's what you will do ! ' 
cried the showman, as he retreated a pace from the 
youthful suppliant, and held up his hands in mock 
amazement. His remark and attitude seemed to 
please the young folks who stood in front of the 
show, as they greeted his sally with laughter The 
child only, of all the company, seemed too serious 
to laugh, for she continued, apparently, to plead and 
hold out her tiny hand to the showman, who at 
length put some money into it, snatched her up, 
and, imprinting a kiss on her cheek, held her out at 
arms length for a moment. Then he set her down 
and lovingly patted her little head 

No sooner was the fragile-looking maiden freed 
from the loving attentions of the showman than she 
lightly descended the few steps from the platform, 
and hurriedly made her way towards the top of 
Abbey Path. When she was close to where we 
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stood, she stumbled over some loose stones, and, in 
her attempt to save herself from falling, a few coppers 
fell from her hand and rolled away in the darksome 
shadows. 

* Dear me ! IVe lost my money, and poor Jack 
will get nothing nice for supper/ she sobbed, as she 
vainly tried to discover her lost treasure. 

* How much have you lost ? ' we asked, as we 
also tried to find the coins. 

' Just twopence, sir ; but it was for a bit of meat 
for Jack, and I can't ask father for more money 
to-night,' wailed the little girl, as she continued to 
grope about among the loose stones. 

* Here, take this to get something for Jack's 
supper, for you will not manage to pick up your 
twopence in this darkness.' And we gave the anxious 
little girl twopence, more from compassion for her 
apparent grief than pity for * Jack,' who, we supposed, 
would be some old fellow of a performer inside the 
show. 

* Oh, thank you, sir ; and I am sure Jack will be 
so glad ! ' exclaimed the fairy, as she darted off to 
purchase the ' bit of meat ' for Jack. 

No sooner had the little girl disappeared round 
the corner of Abbey Path than a desire to enter the 
show took possession of us, not so much to see the 
performance as to satisfy our curiosity as to Jack, 
on whose account the little maid seemed so anxious. 
We went up the rickety steps, just as the showman 
had made his last appeal to those who were standing 
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outside to * step in/ and quickly entered the * Temple.' 
The performance consisted of the world -renowned 
drama of * The Miller and his Men/ the actors being 
marionnettes, which seemed life-like in each move- 
ment The whole came to a conclusion by our 
little friend of the lost twopence and a boy, about 
a year younger, dancing together in a very creditable 
style to the strains of a violin, played by a very stout, 
jolly - looking old man. Before the dancing was 
finished we felt quite confident that this stout old 
fellow must be Jack, and when the dance was over, 
and the little dancers had bowed their thanks to 
the audience for the applause they had given, we 
were surprised to hear a cry of *Jack, Jack; we 
want to see Jack,' raised by some of the audience, 
who appeared unwilling to leave the * Temple/ 

* We are sorry to disappoint you, ladies and 
gentlemen, but our little lady can't let Jack perform 
to-night ; he is very unwell, indeed he is,' remonstrated 
the old man ; and, seeing there was no chance of 
getting what they desired, the audience began to 
make their way to rejoin those who might still be 
lingering outside. 

As I was following my companions to the outside 
of the * Temple' I felt a soft tap on my shoulder, 
and, turning round to see who had thus accosted 
me, I was confronted by the jolly old man whom I 
had seen playing the violin. 

* Beg pardon, master, but I have to thank you 
for your kindness to our young lady. I am sure it 
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\vras kind of you to give her the amount she had 
lost, and I thank you ' 

* Oh, it is not worth mentioning ; it was for Jack, 
you know. You are not Jack, are you ? * I interrupted. 

*I Jack! Bless your heart, sir, I am only old 
Joe, and have had many more and grander names 
in my day. But would you like to see Jack } ' 

* I just came in to see what like a fellow Jack is, 
as the little girl seemed so anxious to get something 
for his supper.' 

A look of amusement crossed the man's features. 
' Come into our " living " waggon for a moment and 
you shall have a look at Jack.* 

* Perhaps he won't be flattered at my curiosity 
about him?' I said, hesitatingly. 

' Oh, Jack will be delighted to see you ! Come 
along ; never fear of offending Jack.' And without 
more delay I followed the man across the interior 
of the * Temple.' Lifting a curtain, he led the way 
behind the small stage, on which lay the * Miller 
and his Men ' in various attitudes, and entered 
a waggon, the little home of the strollers. On 
entering, I cast a hasty glance around, but I saw 
no sign of Jack ; for the two children, the man I 
had seen on the platform outside, and the old man, 
my conductor, were, with the exception of myself, 
the only visible inmates. 

* This is the young gentleman who gave our young 
lady the money when she lost her own, and he would 
like very much to see Jack, if our young lady think§ 
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that Jack is not too ill to bear the fatigue of an 
interview/ said the man, with a merry twinkle in 
his eyes, as he placed a chair for me in a convenient 
corner of the waggon. I seated myself, and amidst 
many jokes from the old man as to the seriousness 
of disturbing Jack, the little girl lifted a small curtain 
on one side of the waggon and disclosed a large 
poodle dog, snugly lying on a miniature bed. 

* Oh, don't disturb poor Jack. I am quite sure 
he is very ill, and is sure to faint if you are not 
very gentle with him/ said the man in mock 
sympathy, at which the dog lifted his head and 
looked at us with as merry a look as the old gentle- 
man himself could well have assumed. 

* Come away, poor Jack, and let the gentleman 
see you,* said the little maid And Jack, who seemed 
to understand the whole scene, got out of his snug 
retreat, and laid himself down at the feet of his 
young mistress, who asked if the old man desired 
Jack to be dressed. 

* Well, my dear, if you would just oblige me, I 
think you should just let the gentleman see Jack 
properly, now that you have wakened him from his 
slumbers.' The girl at once opened a small box 
and produced a gaudy - coloured little frock and a 
small hat, and in a few minutes she had transformed 
Jack into a rather odd -looking lady. The man 
screwed up his violin, and, as he did so, Jack stood 
up on his hind legs and began to walk to and fro 
with the little girl in a very pleased-like way. 
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* Now then, my dears,' said the conductor, and 
he at once began a lively air on his instrument. 

Jack required no other bidding; but he kept his 
place in the little dance, in front of his young 
mistress, as she lightly skipped around to the tune 
of the lively strain. The scene seemed to make the 
boy. who had been quietly sitting on one side, 
forget my presence, for he, too, sprang from his 
seat and joined in the dance with apparent glee. 
A long drawn, sharp squeal from the violin, and 
the sudden falling to the floor of Jack, as if quite 
dead, brought the dance to an end. But the death 
of Jack was of short duration, for his young mistress 
soon had him undressed, and, with many kind words 
of encouragement, he walked on his forelegs, jumped 
through hoops, and even tried to talk at her command. 

* Well ! ' I exclaimed, when Jack had finished 
his efforts to please his mistress, been patted on the 
head, and once more been put to bed. 

* You did not think Jack was a dog.?' said the 
man, as he put aside his violin. 

* No ; I thought he would turn out to be some- 
thing quite different.* 

* I thought so. Some lazy, good-for-nothing fellow, 
eh.?' laughingly queried the old man. 

I could make no reply without perhaps giving 
offence, and, as the readiest way out of my difficulty, 
I asked if the mother of the two children were not 
with them, and if they were related to the old show- 
man. 



2 1 6 A rbroath Stories 

The question seemed to chase away all the 
humour from the man's face, and, * She has g-one 
home,' he answered, in a subdued tone. 

' And left the bairns ? ' 

* Yes, she has gone home and left us all,' answered 
the man, as he pointed upwards. Seeing that I felt 
at a loss for an answer, he continued — * You see, 
sir, our little lady and gentleman's mother took ill 
some time after little Joe there was born, and she 
left us all just a year ago. We all miss her very 
much ; but then, you know, we must not sit down 
and cry. We have our bread to earn, and it would 
never do to let the public know that we felt sad. 
I am little Joe's grandfather, and Bill there is the 
husband of my dear girl who is gone from us.' 

I could hardly reply, as I felt that I had opened a 
sore in the man's memory ; and I also could see that, 
in satisfying my own idle curiosity, I had unwittingly 
pained my kindly entertainers. I stammered out an 
apology, and concluded by saying that I thought 
their lot a hard enough one. 

* Hard, do you think } Oh, bless you, no ; we 
never think so — except Bill there. But then, don't 
you see, he was not always in the profession. But I 
was born in it, and have never been anything but a 
professional all my life. Sometimes I have been in 
one line and sometimes in another, but always in the 
profession. Bill, again, just began when he married ; 
but he does his best, and is a very good hand for out- 
side work — that is, on the stage outside, you know' 
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I left the * Temple ' with different feelings towards 
its humble occupants from those which I had before 
I entered it. Next night on passing the place I 
saw that the * Temple ' and its owners had gone, 
and that the * Pint Stoup ' alone occupied the former 
lively scene. 

The following winter I had some business in the 
North of England, and one of my calls was to be 
Mossend, a village some six miles from the railway 

station of D . It was rather late in the afternoon 

when I alighted on the platform of D , and snow 

was falling thickly — an uncomfortable prospect for 
one with six miles of country road to travel. How- 
ever, there was nothing for it but to button up my 
overcoat as close as I could, pull the brim of my 
hat over my brow, and with my bag slung over 
my shoulder, on the end of a stick, I set forward 
with a light heart. As darkness closed around, the 
snow seemed to fall faster, and at length my strength 
began to fail me. I stumbled over the uneven road 
in a most painful manner. At times, owing to the 
darkness and the dritting snow, I went off the road 
altogether, and again and again I slid off the roadside 
into ditches, knee deep among water. I struggled 
onwards in hope that I might reach, if not Mossend, 
at least some hind's cottage by the way. where I 
might get shelter until next morning. On, on I 
plunged in utter desperation. At last I fell down, 
utterly exhausted I could do no more than crawl 
to the shelter of a small cluster of trees near at 
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hand, and there I lay. I felt a drowsy feeling" 
creeping over me, and I knew if I slept where I 
then was I would wake no more. As thus I lay 
the sound of a dog's bark faintly fell on my ears. 
I shouted, and again I heard the dog bark, some- 
what nearer me A new hope dawned on my mind. 
I might be near some habitation ; I might yet get 
help ; and once more I shouted, and tried to struggle 
to my feet. Vain effort ! My limbs were completely 
benumbed, and refused to support me. Again and 
again I shouted with all the strength at my command. 
I could hear the barking of the dog become louder, 
as if he were coming nearer me, and the sound of 
men's voices began to be heard faintly in the 
distance. Presently the sounds closely approached 
me, and, with a joyous bark, a dog leaped on top of 
me, and began to show evident signs of its pleasure 
in bringing those who followed it to my aid. 

* Hello, governor, what do you want lying there 
in such a nice evening as this } ' cried one of the 
two men who had followed the dog. 

' Help me to some shelter, or else I am done 
for,' I gasped. 

'All right, old fellow. Bear a hand here, Billy, 
and let us get the poor chap under cover.' And 
the two dragged me along the road as best they 
could. In a short time we had reached the dense 
shelter of the wood which stands about two miles 
from Mossend, where I was assisted into one of 
two waggons — the home of my rescuers. 
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As soon as I entered the waggon the dog began 
to sniff at my hands and clothes. I looked at the 
animal, and * Oh, Jack ! ' I murmured. 

* Why, bless my heart, Billy, it's the gentleman we 
saw at Arbroath ! ' cried old Joe, for it was none else. 

*The same,' I said, with an attempt at a smile. 

* Dear, dear ! Your lot has been hard enough 
to-night, anyhow But you are all right now, or else 
my name is not Joe Bradshaw,' cried my rescuer, as he 
and his companion Bill began to pull me out of my 
dripping garments. Soon I was made as comfortable 
as their home could afford, and ere morning dawned 
my bag had been found and I had recovered from 
the previous night's mishap I drove to Mossend in 
old Joe's waggon, helped him and Billy to erect their 
' Temple,' and, on bidding them good-bye next day, 
when Joe and I were to follow different routes, he 
declared his conviction that his * takings * at Mossend 
never amounted to so much as on the previous night. 

' I am right glad to hear that, Joe, and I am 
only sorry that you will not accept my offer of 
payment for the great service you rendered me,' said 
I at our parting. 

* Don't mention it, sir ; my * takings' last night were 
two pounds more than ever our best night in Mossend 
was, and this was all owing to your praise of us in 
the village before we began at night,' was cheery 
Joe's protest, as his waggons, containing his young 
'lady and gentleman,' and the material for erecting 
the * Temple,' were slowly driven away by Bill. 
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I never met the kind old soul again ; and though 
many years have gone since that last interview, and 
'shows' are no longer seen at the Abbey Green, 
when I look on the Abbey and the 'Pint Stoup,' 
in the grandeur of their ruins, the scene never 
seems to me complete unless I fill in from memory 
the frail 'Temple' of kind old Joe Bradshaw. 



T 



THE TENANTS OF NUMBER NINE 

HE tenants of Number Nine in our street were 
what might be called very select. Not that they 
made the least pretension to be ' genteel.' Oh, 
no. But they had lived so long in the 'land,' had 
so often 'been fou for weeks thegitherf' and, when 
funds got low, had so often relieved the tension of 
their pent-up sorrows by a free fight among them- 
selves, and as often healed their wounds and banished 
their grievances with and over the * barley bree,' that 
the other inhabitants of the street considered it 
dangerous indeed to meddle or mingle with them 
in any way whatever. Thus year after year the 
inhabitants of Number Nine pursued the happy-go- 
lucky tenor of their way. Whatever their troubles, 
their sorrows, or pains, they were only known among 
themselves. None seemed to court their notice, none 
sought their company. All who lived in the street 
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shunned the inmates of Number Nine, as if to come 
in contact with them would blight whatever they 
held dear on earth. Those who lived in Number 
Nine were not slow in discovering the antipathy in 
which they were held by the people around them, 
and it appeared as if this knowledge had the effect 
of making them more anxious than otherwise to 
flaunt their own vice and wretchedness in the face 
of those around them, in the hope that by doing 
so they would annoy or vex their neighbours. 

But early one bright June morning death, that 
great leveller of all, entered Number Nine, and ere 
the tenants of the adjoining buildings were astir old 
Tommy Johnstone lay stark and still. Tommy had 
received his pension two days previously, the result 
of which was that his neighbours vied with each other 
in endeavouring to show the old warrior that they 
felt proud of his friendship, were glad to share his 
patronage among them, and to listen to his oft-told 
tale of hair-breadth escapes and daring exploits on 
many. a hard fought field. Only the previous evening 
sounds of song, merry laughter, and loud jokes came 
from the open window of Tommy's room in Number 
Nine Poor Tommy ! Who would have thought 
that, after coming scathless through many a danger, 
companions falling thick on every hand, that brave 
spirit would have been quenched at last in such 
humiliating circumstances ? The tenants of Number 
Nine mourned most sincerely in their own way for 
their departed friend. The Inspector of Poor was 
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at once applied to, and he gave the order to have 
Tommy's remains laid in the * unclaimed ' corner of 
the Abbey Burying-Ground, where nettles and long 
coarse grass would soon efface the last trace of his 
earthly resting-place. Several visits were made by 
some of the female portion of Number Nine, each 
one with a small bundle, to some mysterious relation, 
who seemed always ready to relieve them of those 
small burdens, and to grant in return as much ready 
cash as enabled each one to return to Number Nine 
apparently much happier than when they left, and 
also to bring a little of the ' elixir of life ' back with 
them to cheer the drooping spirits of those who, 
with parched tongue, anxiously awaited their return. 
Thus the day was spent, and had it not been for 
the bit of white rag covering one-half of poor 
old Tommy's room window a non-residenter passing 
along the street might have thought that a marriage 
was being celebrated that evening in Number Nine, 
so jovial did some of the mourners become. 

The following day the remains of Tommy, were 
carried away. No. slowly-measured martial strain of 
music, nor company of comrades with reversed arms, 
followed. No volley was fired over the grave where 
the worn-out soldier was laid. Often in bygone 
years had Tommy assisted in performing those offices 
for comrades ; but now, alas ! he must needs fill a 
pauper's grave, and few there are to honour his 
former worth. 

The few household things which old Tommy had 
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possessed were sold, and ere the end of the week 
a dingy white board, with but two words in black 
on it, * To Let,' was hung out right below the 
window of the now empty room. 

Trade in town was very busy and house accom- 
modation very scarce in those days. The inhabitants 
of Number Nine began to speculate about what kind 
of neighbour they might get when Tommy's room 
would have a new tenant. Those in the adjoining 
properties felt quite sure that no *richt body' would 
go to live there, and it was a foregone conclusion 
among them that Tommy's successor, whoever he 
might be, would be no improvement on those who 
already were in the * land,' and more than likely 
Would be even worse than he who had just been taken 
away, — for, unless when pension time came round, 
he had always been clean, smart, and civil. It was 
only when Tommy had got his debts all paid that 
his generous feelings overpowered his reason, and 
that the remaining balance of that pension was 
lavishly spent on those around him. 

The first Monday after * To Let ' had been 
exhibited on Number Nine, it became apparent 
that something of more than usual importance 
was exciting the minds of the tenants. The factor 
had called about breakfast time, had held a 
short conversation with Mistress Samson, the oldest 
tenant and the ruling spirit, who prided herself on 
being * cock o' the walk.' The * let ' was removed, 
and then curiosity among near neighbours became 
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slightly excited, and seemed to reach fever heat 
among those who occupied Number Nine. It was 
evident that something unusual was about to happen, 
and about twelve of the clock Mistress Samson 
stood at the door, holding her youngest child by 
the skirt of its dress as it kept sprawling on the 
pavement in energetic attempts to take to its feet, 
and run to its elder brothers, who were romping and 
rolling about on the road. There was nothing unusual 
in this. But when she was joined by some kindred 
spirits, it soon became known what manner of 
persons were on the eve of at once entering the 
state of wedlock and the empty room of the departed 
Tommy. 

* It's a real fact, sirs, we'll no be able to ca the 
biggin oor ain ance thir new folk comes. A frien 
o' the factor, nae less, too ! Gude keep's a' ! We'll 
need to carry a laich sail noo, or else flit at ance,' 
cried Mistress Samson to those around her. This 
sentiment was endorsed by every one in Number 
Nine. But the question remained unsolved as to 
where they could flit to. Few would have been found 
to allow them to settle in their properties. Number 
Nine seemed about the only place in town where 
they could get shelter at that time. If it was in a 
somewhat dilapidated condition, those poor tenants 
appeared no better, and both looked as if they had 
been made for each other. 

When the new tenant arrived on the .«jcene to 
clean out the din^y room in which poor Tommy 
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had spent many a merry night when he was in 

possession of a few shillings, and many a sad, solitary 

one, with hunger pinching at his vitals, when his 

money was gone, adjoining neighbours marvelled 

and asked each other what sort of a person she could 

be who could be willing to begin housekeeping in 

such a place and among such neighbours. Mistress 

Samson even was at a loss as to how to conduct 

herself towards the new-comer, but deemed it prudent 

to throw out sundry remarks to her friends, as the 

new arrival passed them, about * a new broom sweeps 

clean,' and such like well-worn proverbs, and to clearly 

imply that she at least was not to be moved out of 

the well -beaten track in which she had formerly 

moved by any one who might try to look down on 

her. To all such hints there was no other response 

from the new tenant than a pleasant smile or cheery 

word in passing, which seemed only to aggravate 

the undesirableness of her presence to the mind of 

her seniors, the other tenants. 

When the cart arrived with the new tenant's 

furniture quite a sensation was caused. Every tenant 

of the female gender who inhabited Number Nine 

was on the pavement in close proximity, and a keen 

criticism was passed on every bit as it was taken 

off the cart and carried inside. Little groups, too, 

of those who looked askance at Mistress Samson and 

her associates were at their doors, each one taking 

stealthy glances along the street at what was going 

on. But all would have indignantly denied that they 

P 
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were in the least interested if any one had asked 
them if they were looking at what was being done 
at Number Nine. Still, though this was so, they 
gave it openly as their private opinion that the new 
tenants would stay no longer in Number Nine than 
they could get another house. 

When Jack Grey and his wife, the new tenants, 
got settled down in their little home, it became evident 
that theirs was a new kind of life from that to which 
the other tenants, for many a year at least, had been 
accustomed. For no sooner did Jack return from 
his day's work, have himself washed, and dressed in 
the clean, comfortable clothes which his wife had in 
readiness for him, and tea being over, than his violin 
and music were brought forth. The other tenants 
of Number Nine very often could hardly refrain 
from indulging in a reel as they hearkened to the 
merry strains. And, as often was the case, when 
Mistress Grey and Jack, her husband, joined their 
voices and sang some of the *gude auld Scottish 
sangs,' as he led with his violin, each voice except 
their own was hushed in Number Nine, and each 
door was left ajar, so that the full benefit might be 
got of plaintive melodies which charmed Jack and 
his wife at their own fireside, and, quite unknown 
to them, every one of their neighbours. 

Thus weeks merged into months, a whole year 
passed, and still the Greys resided in Number Nine, 
as well as did all the others whom they found there. 
But a change had come over the scene. Mistress 
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Samson had long since resigned her position as 
dictator to the little community, who had formerly 
feared her wrath and dreaded her power of applying 
her argument with physical force. Not that she 
* feared the face of mortal man/ as she put it, but 
she had become convinced that Jack Grey's home 
was managed on a better plan than her own had 
been, and she began to try the experiment of having 
her own house made tidy and comfortable against 
the time that her husband returned, jaded and weary, 
from the factory. And, with the bairns and herself 
as clean as water, soap, and willing hands could 
make them, she cheerfully waited at the fireside for 
his return on that pay night, instead of on the 
pavement, with dress awry, and with hands and face 
begrimed with dust. It was no wonder that an 
exclamation of surprise escaped the lips of Geordie 
Samson when he entered his own abode that evening, 
for he. poor man, had long been a stranger to *the 
blithe, bonnie blink o' his ain fireside.' The former state 
of things had been to find his supper or tea a long 
way from being waiting him. He had had to wait 
it many a night, if not to make it for himself and 
children, as he had often done when his helpmate's 
bodily strength had got reduced too far by her 
attentions to the * spiritual' commodity. And it was 
on such occasions that he, to blot pain or sorrow from 
his mind for a short spell, hied him away from his 
cheerless home, not returning until perhaps some 
friend helped him to wend his uneven way thither. 
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The changed scene charmed him on this particular 
evening, and Mistress Samson felt proud of herself 
when her husband praised her little attempt at making 
home, what in all cases it ought to be, a haven, where 
all that makes life worth living is to be found. 
Geordie Samson was not found staggering home 
that evening, but he found a more solid happiness 
in adding his share to the home comforts which his 
wife had already begun. For a short time Mistress 
Samson's cronies, with whom she used to indulge 
in * spiritual ' sampling, tried to sneer in a quiet way 
at her well-meant reform, but they had too wholesome 
a remembrance of her former powers in close combat 
to seek to interfere with her otherwise. 

But, as if to let Mistress Samson see that she 
was not the only one in Number Nine who could 
*turn over a new leaf,' as thej^ put it, the other 
housewives there began to try to outvie each other 
in trying who should eclipse her in having their 
children and houses tidy, and themselves dressed 
and *in their right minds.' This was a task which 
they found it rather hard to manage, and many 
and many a failure did they make in the attempt. 
But when these failures occurred, never was there a 
more stern adviser or more sympathetic friend than 
was Mistress Samson, and rest she found none until 
she had prevailed on her erring friends to make a 
fresh beginning on the upward course of improve- 
ment and self-control. Thus, instead of going from 
bad to worse, the tenants of Number Nine made 
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slow but sure progress in well-doing, until at last it 
would have been more than a stranger could have 
done to point to any difference between them and 
those who lived in Number One — a very palatial 
building, the tenants of which looked down on all 
others. 

But what of the Greys ; did they hurry away 
from Number Nine on the first favourable opportunity 
presenting itself? Not at all. They quickly saw 
that though the other tenants were poor enough 
indeed they had as kindly hearts as though they 
had been clothed in purple and fine linen, it was 
this very kindliness of disposition that very often 
led them a*^tray. Jack Grey and his young wife, 
though deeply grieved to see the lives their neighbours 
were leading, felt that they might be able, by kindly 
given precept and thoroughly honest example, to 
lead their neighbours to look at life in a more 
sensible way than they were in the habit of doing. 
Their efforts, carried on as if they had no designs 
whatever upon the erstwhile unconcerned tenants of 
Number Nine, were, after many a sorrowful dis- 
appointment, crowned with complete success. Never 
was there a happier gathering than there was in 
Mistress Samson^s big room on the second New 
Year's night that the Greys lived in Number Nine. 
Even the * unco gude ' who lived farther down the 
street could not help hearkening to the music and 
songs which were emanating from that once con- 
temned abode. Equally they admired the older 
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children as they helped the younger ones, all so 
warmly clad, to toddle down to Peggie White's wee 
shop to buy 'a pund o' orangers.' Yes, the tenants 
of Number Nine were, and are still, 'very select' 
But now their efforts are directed toward the laudable 
end of bettering themselves, in every honest way, 
as well as all they come in contact with Every 
tenant in the ' land ' claims the right of doing his 
or her best to assist Jack Grey and his wife whenever 
opportunity offers. They declare that if Jack were 
to remove, the factor would require to find new 
tenants for all the 'land,' as jack and his kindly 
helpmate are the only attraction for them in 
Number Nine, 
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AS YONT THE GATE YESTREEN I STRAYED 

Air— * My Nannie, O' 

As yont the gate yestreen I strayed 
. I met a bonnie, winsome maid, 
An' oh ! but I am sair afraid 

She has bewitched me fairly, O. 

Her twa blue een, an* gowden hair. 
Her dimpled chin, an* broo sae fair, 
Her rosy lips, an' charms fu* rare, 

Aye haunt my dreams richt sairly, O. 

Oh ! gin I'd routh o' warld's gear, 
Tae buy her silken goons tae wear, 
I'd ging an' saftly at her speir 

Gin she could be my dearie, O. 

But I'm a puir an' feckless cuif, 
Wi' feint a bodle i* my luif. 
An' love, ye ken, is no enough 

Tae mak a hame fu' cheery, O. 

Though mine the lassie ne'er can be, 
Nae grief or sorrow may she see ; 
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An* may nae tear e'er dim the ee 

That beams sae bricht an' rarely, O. 

I wish her joy, I wot fu* weel. 
An* may she get some feckfu chiel, 
That a* through life true love will feel 
For bonnie Jeanie Fairley, O. 



TO AN AULD FRIEN 

Lat's hear a lilt ! my gude auld cock. 

Strike up a canty, cheerfu lay; 
Ne'er let oor eild a sigh provoke, 

For youthfu days maun flee away. 

Though grey oor pows, oor hearts are licht 
As when we baith were twenty twa, — 

Wi* life afore's a' shinin bricht. 
An' ne*er a care had we ava. 

Like ither dogs, we*ve had oor day 
O* thochtless mirth an* youthfu glee ; 

Then why should you an* I grow wae 

When time's sae short that here we*ll be ? 

To sab an' sigh will never mend 
Ae pain that troubles you an* me ; 

*Twill only hasten on the end — 
The end that richt few want to see. 
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Then strike your lyre, begin to sing, 

An* drive dull care fu* far awa ; 
A cheery sang will pleasure bring 

Baith to oor hearts an' hames an' a\ 

We'll look ayont ilk worldly care, 
To whaur nae tears the een can dim, 

Whaur auld friens meet 'mang angels fair. 
An' royal welcome get frae Him. 

He kens oor troubles, ane an* a', — 

He beckons us to struggle on 
Through earthly cares to yonder Ha', 

Whaur we'll sit near Him on His throne. 



WANTED, A WIFE 

Eh, sirs ! it is an awfu fate 
To trudge alane life's road alang; 

Nae wife hae I to wash my plate, 
Nor mak me snod my friens amang. 

Aft hae I tried to get a wife, 

Ane wi' routh o' sense an' smeddum : 
As yet I've failed — as sure's my life, 

The reason o't I canna faddom. 

At first I dressed * quite up tae dick,' 
An' tried my hand at * lady killin ' ; 
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But this I fund a useless trick, 

An' at it spent my hinmost shillin. 

As time wore on, wi' hope deferred 
My hair grew grey an* unco scanty ; 

At last, I am tae you referred 

Tae seek a partner for my shanty. 

O try yer best tae find me ane 

Wha'U guide me weel wi' little din : 

A strappin, thrifty, sonsy queen, 
Wha'll hain the siller that I win. 

Gin this ye get, as sure's a gun, 
Tae you I will be much behaudin ; 

An' ye*s get a nicht o' roarin fun 

When ance the time comes o' the waddin. 



MY CRACKIT TEAPOT 

My leal, auld frien, Fm wae to see, 
Though aft ye canna comfort me, 
That we ere lang maun sindered be — 
My auld, faithfu, cheerin teapot. 

When ither friens are on the street, 
Or roamin fields 'mang gowans sweet, 
I sit at hame near like to greet 

Wi' grief for my crackit teapot 



My Craekit Teapot 235 

Fu* mony a puir silly chiel 
Gings stoitin hame, juist like a deil, 
To wife an' weans, wha'd comforts feel 
Gin he*d but drink frae his teapot. 

Whae'er is weel content wi' thee 
Will ne'er the 'horrors* hae to dree; 
The health o* friens, in honest tea, 

We can drink frae thee, my teapot 

Let he wha pleases boast o' cheer 
That flows frae whisky, wine, or beer ; 
Hale's aye the heid, the brain fu' clear, 
That's cheered by their honest teapot. 

But noo ye weel hae saired yer day. 
An', though to say't my heart grows wae. 
Like me ye're dune, an' weel away 

Frae this scene we'd be, my teapot. 

Yet still we've tried to play oor part 
As weel's we could, wi' a' oor heart, 
But years hae gien's mony a scart, 
An' craekit us sair, my teapot. 

But well fling sad thochts to the air — 
They only help to hurt us mair - 
An' droon ilk trace o' carkin care 
In a browst frae thee, my teapot 
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TO D. L. GREIG 

Yer birdie s deid ! I wot I'm wae 
To hear sic news this bonnie day ; 
But, man, ye needna look sae grey. 

There's plenty main 
A cage ye still hae to the fore. 
An' ablins, peasemeal in galore. 
An', though no rich, frae my sma store 

111 wi' ye share. 

A starlin bauld 111 gie to ye, — 
A bird that aye can pleasure gie ; 
Its cranks an' quirks will tak yer ee. 

Or else I'm cheadt 
An* gin ye're no wi' wark ower thrang. 
Ye lilt a tune or sing a sang. 
The bird will pick it up ere lang. 

An' aye repeat it 

Thus, when wi' toil ye may be weary. 
The bird '11 help to mak ye cheery : 
An' weans an' wife — kind auld deary ! 

May e'en be pleased. 
Ne'er to the cellar fling yer cage, 
As gin at birds noo in a rage ; 
Yer bird has seen a decent age, 

Why be displeased ? 
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Man, cheer ye up ! ne'er lose a cent 
Upon a cage that is well kent 
Can haud a bird could gie content 

To maid or master. 
To lose yer bird is bad enough ; 
To sell the cage is just mere buff; 
I'd keep a bird as lang's Td puff, 

Though 'twere a waster. 



TOWN LIFE 



A SCENE 



Oh, puir wee loonie. cauld an' blae, 

What can the matter be ? 
I dinna weel ken what ye say ; 

Whisht, your sorrow tell to me. 

Ye've blaudit a' yer bonnie cheek 

Wi' greetin this cauld day ; 
Hush noo, my laddie, try an' speak. 

An' tell me a' yer wae. 

Your mammie's deid ! Oh, wae's my heart! 

Nae wonder that ye greet, 
When ye frae mammie hae to part, 

An' sab there on the street. 

Come inbye, my little mannie. 
To my cosy ingle side, 



•.1/ -W , 
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An' warm yersel, my bonnie lammie, 
Grief like yours I canna bide. 

Blest we'll be, I'm sure o' that, 
Gin we ithers happy make ; 

The loonie's sleepin on the mat, 
Wi' his arms roond Rover's neck. 



PUIR MAGGIE GREY 

PuiR Maggie Grey an' her auld man, 

Though they hae toiled baith lang an' sair, 

Hae noo to thole cauld poortith's ban. 
An' eke oot life on paupers' fare. 

Lang three-score years hae come an' gane 
Sin' John first ca'd his Maggie wife ; 

They are noo to the Puirhoose taen, 
An' will be parted there for life. 

Sair were their hearts thus to be taen 

Frae whaur they'd spent life's youthfu day, 

Whaur their bonnie bairns, noo a' gane, 
Bloomed like the wayside flowers in May. 

They bloomed, an' hope built mony lowers, 
An' reared them to the bright blue «ky ; 

But ane by ane death nipped their flovv^rs, 
An' left the auld stocks bare an' dry. v 



\ 



\ 



\ 
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Nae pleasure noo in life hae they, 
When thus frae ane anither torn ; 

They lang to sleep frae a' tneir wae, 
To wake in everlastin morn. 

May He abune tak us a' hame 
Lang, lang afore we see the time 

That eild an' poortith on's may come, 
An' be thus treated as a crime. 



THE EDITOR 

i 

Wha sits fu' calmly in his chair. 
An' gars ilk scribbler quake wi' fear ? 
Wha is't ? I'm sure ye needna speir — 

The Editor. 

Sometimes wi' tremlin hand I'll write 
An essay, which I do think quite 
Sublime ; but wha sune gies me light ?- 

The Editor. 

My lofty flight upon goose quill, 
Which wi' delight 1 thought would fill 
Ilk reader, has, I'm told, made ill 

The Editor. 

Wi' scissors, in a fury, he 

Will clip it doon — ay, to a T — 
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An* male me wish that it were me 

Was Editor. 

But since Tm no, I blately stan' 
Wi' this effusion in my han* ; 
Oh, be as cannie as ye can, 

Sir Editor. 

An' when I've climbed Parnassus* hill, 
An' made a fortune by my skill, 
I'll no forget ye in my will, 

Sir Editor. 

But gin in poverty I dee — 
As mony better's dune than me — 
My thanks is a' I'll hae to gie 

The Editor. 



PUIR ROBIN'S SANG 

Hark! 'tis puir robin's cheery wee sang: 
He tells me the summer has noo fled awa» 

An' sune will be here the winter nichts lang, 

Wi' their wild, bitin blasts an' cauld frost an' snaw. 

My mind wanders back to scenes noo awa, 

As I hark to his gushin, sweet lay ; 
An' I dream I'm again in oor humble wee ha* 

On the banks o' the bonnie auld Tay. 
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An' noo though o* winters lang three-score an' ten 
Hae gane by, an* are lost in the past, 

I lo'e to hear robin as weel's I did then, 
As he sings in the cauld winter's blast. 

When I leave this scene, an' am laid i the yird. 
May puir robin sing near where I'm laid ; 

An' may nae ill befa' the blithesome wee bird 
That may sing o'er my narrow, cauld bed. 



*AULD PETER'S' DEID 

Come, ye fanciers, ane an' a', 

An' mourn wi' me, for oh ! I'm wae 

Because * auld Peter's ' worn awa 
To his lang hame the ither day. 

I canna tell hoo sad I feel : 

Though but a bird, he'd mony wiles, 
Could tell when either ill or weel, 

An' cheered me wi' a sangie whiles. 

But noo, alas ! his bricht black een 
Are closed, an* winna see me mair ; 

His wingies, ance fu' sheenin green. 
Are, like his breastie, draggled sair. 

Nae wonder though I feel a hole 
Deep in my heart that winna mend, 

Q 
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For birds, they say, hae ne'er a soul, 

But here their loves an' labours end- 
Gin this be sae, * auld Peter's ' gane 

Beyond my ken for evermore ; 
Yet still ril hearken for his strain 
Gin ere I reach yon happy shore. 

The best o' friens here aye must part, 
Hooe'er exalted they may be ; 

Nane escape, though it breaks the heart. 
Or wi' the saut tear dims the ee. 

Man, beast, an' birds hae but ae goal 
For a' their hopes *or joys or fears ; 
* We live to die ' sums up the whole, 
Although we reach Methuselah's years. 

Sae fare thee weel, my little frien, 
Perhaps ye're better aff than me : 

Wi' you life's fitfu' life is dune, 
While here I yet remain to dee. 



THREE CRONIES MET 

Three cronies met ae stormy e'en 
In Barrel Inn to drink a gill, 

An' crack o' days an* folk they'd seen, — 
Nane gayer there than Wabster Will. 
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They sat close roond the blazin ingle ; 

They joked, an' aft they loodly sang, 
While shriekin soonds o' wind did mingle 

Wi' their wild glee the forenicht lang. 

At hame Will's wife an' bairnies three 
Sat cowerin roond a wee spunk fire ; 

Nae comfort, rest, nor joy had she 
Sin* e'er she'd married Will M*Guire. 

As hours wore past an* nicht grew late 
She hushed the bairnies a' to sleep. 

To seek her man she took the gait 

Doon the burn side, sae black an' deep. 

W^hen near the hole where eddies wash 
The fa'en leaves roond in a whirl, 

She saw her Will, wi' fearsome splash. 
Fa* headlang in wi* awfu skirl. 

To save her Will she darted doon ; 

He grasped at her in wild despair — 
'Twas a' his fear that he would droon — 

An* baith sank an* were seen nae mair 

The mornin dawned fu' clear an* fair, 
The birdies sang on bush an' tree ; 

Three bairnies wailed an' wept fu' sair, 
For mammie dear they couldna see. 
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Nae mair she'll kiss ilk bonnie cheek, 
Nor smile on them as roond her knee 

They try wi' prattlin tongue to speak, 
An* tell the ferlies that they see. 

They're left alane, withoot her care 
Wha tried sae hard for them to fend ; 

They'll see her here, ah. never mair ! 
But yet there's Ane that will befriend. 

He care will for the bairn ies three ; 

He'll hear their wail an' greetin sair ; 
He'll cheer their hearties in a wee, 

An' keep them safe for evermair. 



ADDRESS TAE PEGGY BROON 

PuiR Peggy Broon ! ye're frail an* shakin, — 
Noo ye hae reached life's gloamin grey; 

An* richt sair bent's yer backie, achin 
Wi' toilin hard maist ilka day. 

Yer puir auld facie's .sairly wrinkle< 
Gey close yer nose is tae yer chii? 

Yer goon wi' many a patch is sprinkleV — 
Scarce fit tae shield frae rain an' win' 

My puir auld frien ! are you rewarded 
Thus at life's dark closin oors } 



\ 



\ 
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In youth ye were wi' pride regarded, — 
Fair as rose 'neath April showers. 

But three-score years hae altered sair 
The lot an' looks o' you an* me ; 

O' this warld's joys we Ve had a share, 
Though noo its sorrows we maun dree. 

Nae friens hae ye, puir Peggy, lass, 
Tae comfort noo yer sair distress ; 

Yer man an* bairns, lang syne, alas ! 
Are gane whaur sorrows dinna press. 

Oh, dinna greet! It maks me sad 
Tae see ye thus sae sair cast doon ; 

Td rather see ye blithe an' glad. 

My ain auld frien, puir Peggy Broon ! 

Had I as muckle war Id's gear 
As keep ye tae the end, puir dame, 

I'd quickly dicht awa that tear, 
An* tak ye tae my humble hame. 

My lot's nae better than yer ain. 
An* oft I wish the struggle o*er : 

Tae leave this scene — hoo great the gain ! — 
Up on angel wings tae soar! 

Then, Peggy, lass, nae mair we'll grieve 
'Neath poortith*s cauldrife frown ; 
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In mansions fair we soon shall leeve. 
An* wear the jewelled crown ! 

Toil on a wee, then ; ne'er get wae, 
Though hard yer lot may be ; 

Oh, think on His, wha here did gie 
His life for you an' me. 



FAREWEEL. AULD YEAR 

Fareweel, Auld Year ; sune ye will dee ! 
Wi* you again I'll nae mair be ; 
An' mony a pain I've had to dree 

Throughout yer span. 

Yet, though on me ye aft did frown. 
Till frae my een saut tears ran down. 
Ye've blessins gien me — that I'll own — 

Frae oot yer hand. 

An' noo ye are aboot to gang 
To add yer numbers to the thrang 
O' bygone years : I feel a pang 

That we maun part. 

The year aboot to dawn may be 
A better ane by far than thee ; 
Still, auld friens are aye best to me, — 

They cheer my heart 



Fareweel, Auld Year 
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But part we maun ; an' I am wae 
To think IVe grumled mony a day, 
An' thankless been for that which aye 

Were blessins gien. 

But fare ye weel ! an* may it be 
That, though I aft hae growled at thee. 
I may hae nae waur years to see 

Than ye hae been. 
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